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'  "'     "'V  I'. 


T  H  E. 


CONFERENCE, 


GRACE  faid  in  form,  which  Sceptics  muft  agree, 
When  they  are  told  that  Grace  was  faid  by  Me; 
The  Servants  gone,  to  break  the  fcurvy  jeft 
On  the  proud  Landlord,   and  his  thread-bare  gueft  ; 
The  King  gone  round,  my  Lady  too  withdrawn, 
My  Lord,   in  ufual  tafte,   began  to  yawn, 
And  lolling  backward  in  his  Elbow-chair, 
With  an  inlipid  kind  of  ftupid  ftare, 
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Picking  his  teeth,   twirling  his  feals  about — 

Churchill,   You  have  a  roem  coming  out. 

You've  niy  beft  v/ifhes ;   but  I  really  fear 

Your  Mufe  in  general  is  too  fevere, 

Her  Spirit  feems  her  int'reft  to  oppofe, 

And,  w^here  She  makes  one  friend,  makes  twenty  foes. 

C.   Your  Lordfliip's  fears  are  juPc,   I  feel  their  force, 
^But  only  feel  it  as  a  thing  of  courfe. 
The  Man,  whofe  hardy  Spirit  fhall  engage 
To  lafh  the  vices  of  a  guilty  age, 
At  his  firft  fetting  forward  ought  to  know, 
That  ev'ry  rogue  he  meets  muft  be  his  foe, 
That  the  rude  breath  of  Satire  will  provoke 
Many  who  feel,   and  more  who  fear  the  ftroke. 
But  fhall  the  partial  rage  of  felfifh  men 
From  ftubborn  Juftice  wrench  the  righteous  pen, 
Or  ihall  I  not  my  fettled  courfe  purfue, 
Becaufe  my  foes,  are  foes  to  Virtue  too  ? 

L.   What  is  this  boafted  Virtue,   taught  in  Schools, 
And  idly  drawn  from  antiquated  rules  ? 
What  is  her  ufe  ?   point  out  one  wholefome  end  ? 
Will  She  hurt  foes,  or  can  fhe  make  a  Friend  ? 

When 
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When  from  long  fafts  fierce  appetites  arife, 
Can  this  fame  Virtue  ftifle  Nature's  cries  ? 
Can  She  the  pittance  of  a  meal  afford. 
And  bid  thee  welcome  to  one  great  man's  board  ? 
When  Northern  winds  the  rough  December  arm 
With  froft  and  fnow,   can  Virtue  keep  thee  warm  ? 
Canft  Thou  difmifs  the  hard  unfeeling  Dun 
Barely  by  faying,  Thou  art  Virtue's  Son  ? 
Or  by  bafe  blundring  Statefmen  fent  to  jail, 
Will  Mansfield  take  this  Virtue  for  thy  bail? 
Believe  it  not,   the  Name  is  in  difgrace, 
Virtue  and  Temple  now  are  out  of  place. 

Quit  then  this  meteor,  whofe  delufive  ray 
From  wealth  and  honour  leads  thee  far  aftray. 
True  Virtue  means,  let  Reafon  ufe  her  Eyes, 
Nothing  with  Fools,   and  Int'reft  with  the  Wife. 
Would' ft  Thou  be  great,  her  patronage  difclaim, 
Nor  madly  triumph  in  fo  mean  a  name : 
Let  nobler  wreaths  thy  happy  brows  adorn, 
And  leave  to  Virtue  poverty  and  fcorn. 
Let  Prudence  be  thy  guide ;   who  doth  not  know 
How  feldom  Prudence  can  with  Virtue  go  ? 


To 
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To  be  fuccefsful  try  thy  utmoft  force, 
And  Virtue  follows  as  a  thing  of  courfe. 

HiRCo,  who  knows  not  Hirco,  ftains  the  bed 
Of  that  kind  Mafter  who  iirft  gave  him  bread,^ 
Scatters  the  feeds  of  difcord  thro'  the  land^. 
Breaks  ev'ry  public,  ev'ry  private  band, 
Beholds  with  joy  a  trufting  friend  undone. 
Betrays  a  Brother^  and  would  cheat  a  Son  : 
What  mortal  in  his  fenfes  can  endure 
The  name  of  Hirco,  for  the  wTCtch  is  poor? 
"  Let  him  hang,   drown,   ftarve,  on  a  dunghill  roty 
^'  By  all  detefted  live,   and  die  forgot; 
"   Let  him,  a  poor  return,  in  ev'ry  breath 
''  Feel  all  death's  pains,  yet  be  whole  years  in  death,"* 
Is  now  the  gen'ral  cry  we  all  purfue ; 
Let  Fortune  change,  and  Prudence  changes  too. 
Supple  and  pliant  a  new  fyftem  feels, 
Throws  up  her  Cap,  and  fpaniels  at  his  heels, 
Long  live  great  Hirco,  cries,   by  int'reft  taught, 
And  let  his  foes,  tho'  I  prove  one,   be  nought. 

C.  Peace  to  fuch  Men,   if  fuch  Men  can  have  peace. 
Let  their  PoiTeffions,  let  their  State  increafe. 

Let 
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Let  their  bafe  fervices  in  Courts  flrike  root, 

And  in  the  feafon  bring  forth  golden  fruit, 

I  envy  not ;   let  thofe  who  have  the  will, 

And,  with  fo  little  Spirit,   fo  much  fldll, 

With  fuch  vile  inflruments  their  fortunes  carve ; 

Rogues  may  grow  fat,  an  Honeft  man  dares  ftarve. 

L,  Thefe  ftale  conceits  thrown  oft',   let  us  advance 
For  once  to  real  life,   and  quit  Romance. 
Starve  !   pretty  talking  !   but  I  fain  would  view 
That  man,  that  honeft  man,   would  do  it  too. 
Hence  to  Yon  Mountain  which  outbraves  the  fky, 
And  dart  from  pole  to  pole  thy  ftrengthen'd  eye, 
Thro'  all  that  fpace  You  fhall  not  view  one  man, 
Not  one,  who  dares  to  ad  on  fuch  a  plan. 
Cowards  in  calms  will  fay,  what  in  a  ftorm, 
The  Brave  will  tremble  at,   and  not  perform. 
Thine  be  the  Proof,  and,   fpite  of  all  You've  faid, 
You'd  give  Your  Honour  for  a  cruft  of  bread. 

C.  What  Proof  might  do,  what  Hunger  might  effed, 
What  famifh'd  Nature,   looking  with  ncgledl 
On  all  She  once  held  dear,  what  Fear,   at  ftrife 
With  fainting  Virtue  for  the  means  of  life, 

C  Might 
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Miglit  make  this  coward  fiefli,   in  love  with  breath, 
Shuddering  at  pain,,  and  flirinking  back,  from  death^. 
lii  treafon  to  my  foul,  dcfcend  to  bear, 
Truftino-  to  Fate,   I  neither  know,   nor  care. 

Once^  at  this  hour  thofe  wounds  afrelli  I  fed,. 
Which  nor  Profperity  nor  Time  can  heal, 
Thofe  w^ounds,  w^hich  Fate  fevereiy  hath  decreed, 
Mention' d,  or  thought  of,  muft-  for  ever  bleed, 
Thofe  wounds,  which  humbled  all  that  pride  of  Man^ 
Which  brings  fuch  mighty  aid  to  Virtue's  plan ; 
Once^  aw'd  by  Fortune's  moft  oppreffive  frown j. 
By  legal  rapine  to  the  earth  bov/'d  down. 
My  Credit  at  lafl:  gafp,   my  State  undone,. 
Trembling  to  meet  the  fhock  I  could  not  fhuUy 
Virtue  gave  ground,   and  blank  defpair  prevail'd  ; 
Sinking  beneath  the  ftorm,  my  Spirits  fail'd. 
Like  Peter's  Faith,   'till  One,   a  Friend  indeed, 
May  all  diilrefs  nnd  fuch  in  time  of  need, 
One  kind  good  Man,   in  ad,   in  word,  in  thought* 
By  Virtue  guided,   and  by  Wifdom  taught. 
Image  of  him  whom  Chriftians  fhould  adore, 
Stretch'd  forth  his  hand,  and  brought  me  fafe  to  fhore. 
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Since^   by  good  fortune  into  notice  rais'd, 
And  for  fome  little  merit  largely  prais'd, 
Indulg'd  in  fwerving  from  Prudential  rules, 
Hated  by  Rogues,   and  not  belov'd  by  Fools, 
Piac'd  above  want,   fliall  abjed  thirft  of  wealth 
So  fiercely  war  'gainft  my  Soul's  deareft  Iiealth,- 
That,   as  a  boon,   I  fhould  bafe  fhackles  crave, 
And,   born  to  Freedom,   make  myfelf  a  flave ; 
That  I  fhould  in  the  train  of  thofe  appear. 
Whom  Flonoun  cannot  love,  nor  Manhood  fear  ? 

That  I  no  longer  fkulk  from  ftreet  to  ftreet, 
Afraid  leaft  Duns  afiail,   and  Bailiffs  meet; 
That  I. from  place  to  place  this  carcafe  bear) 
Walk  forth  at  large,   and  wander  free  as  air ; 
That  I  no  longer  dread  the  aukward  friend, 
Whofe  very  obligations  muft  offend, 
Nor,  all  too  froward,  with  imtpatience  burn 
At  fufi'ring  favours  v/hich  I  can't  return  ; 
That,   fi-om  dependance  and  from  pride  fecure, 
I  am  not  piac'd  fo  high  to  fccrn  the  poor. 
Nor  yet  fo  low,   that  I  my  Lord  fliould  fear, . 
Or  licfitate  to  give  him  fneer  for  Iheer^ 


That 
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That,   whilft  fagc  Prudence  my  purfuits  coiiiirms, 

I  can  enjoy  the  world  on  equal  terms ; 

That,   kmd  to  others,   to  myfelf  mofl:  true, 

Feeling  no  want,   I  comfort  thofe  who  do, 

And  with  the  will  have  powV  to  aid  diftrefs ; 

Thefe,   and  what  other  blcffings  I  poffefs, 

From  the  indulgence  of  the  Public  rife; 

All  private  Patronage  my  Soul  defies. 

By  Candour  more  inclin'd  to  fave,   than  damn, 

A  gen'rous  Public  made  me  what  I  Am. 

All  that  I  have.   They  gave ;  juft  Mem'ry  bears, 

The  grateful  ftam.p,  and  what  I  am  is  Theirs. 

L.  To  feign  a  red-hot  zeal  for  freedom's  caufe, 
To  mouthe  aloud  for  liberties  and  laws, 
For  Public  good  to  bellow  all  abroad, 
Serves  well  the  purpofes  of  private  fraud. 
Prudence,  by  Public  good  intends  her  own ; 
If  You  mean  otherwifc.   You  ftand  alone. 
What  do  we  mean  by  Country  and  by  Court, 
What  is  it  to  Oppofe,  what  to  Support  ? 
Mere  words  of  courfe,   and  what  is  more  abfurd 
Than  to  pay  homage  to  an  empty  word ! 

Majors 
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Majors  and  Minors  difFer  but  in  name, 
Patriots  and  Minifters  are  much  the  fame ; 
The  only  diff'rence,  after  all  their  rout. 
Is  that  the  One  is  />;,  the  Other  out. 

Explore  the  dark  recefles  of  the  mind, 
In  the  Soul's  honeft  volume  read  mankind, 
And  own,  in  wife  and  fimple,  great  and  fmall, 
The  fame  grand  leading  Principle  in  All. 
Whate'er  we  talk  of  wifdom  to  the  wife, 
Of  goodnefs  to  the  good,  of  public  ties 
Which  to  our  country  link,   of  private  bands 
Which  claim  moft  dear  attention  at  our  hands, 
For  Parent  and  for  Child,   for  Wife  and  Friend, 
Our  firft  great  Mover,  and  our  laft  great  End, 
Is  One,  and,   by  whatever  name  we  call 
The  ruling  Tyrant,   Self  is  All  in  All. 
This,  which  unwilling  Fadiion  fhall  admit, 
Guided  in  diff'rent  ways  a  Bute  and  Pitt, 
Made  Tyrants  break,  made  Kings  obferve  the  law, 
And  gave  the  world  a  Stuart  and  Nassau, 

Hath  Nature  (ftrange  and  wild  conceit  of  Pride) 
Diftinguiili'd  thee  from  all  her  fons  befide? 

D  Doth 
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Doth  Virtue  in  thy  bofom  brighter  glow, 
Or  from  a  Spring  more  pure  doth  Adlion  flow  ? 
Is  not  thy  Soul  bound  with  thofe  very  chains 
Which  jfhackle  us,  or  is  that  Self,  which  reigns 
O'er  Kings  and  Beggars,  which  in  all  we  fee 
Moft  ftrong  and  fov'reign,   only  weak  in  Thee  ? 
Fond  man,   believe  it  not ;   Experience  tells. 
'Tis  not  thy  Virtue,   but  thy  Pride  rebels. 
Think  (and  for  once  lay  by  thy  lawlefs  pen) 
Think,   and  confefs  thyfelf  like  other  men; 
Think  but  one  hour,  and,  to  thy  Confcience  led, 
By  Reafon's  hand,  bow  down  and  hang  thy  head;. 
Think  on  thy  private  life,  recal  thy  Youth,. 
View  thyfelf  now,  and  own  with  ftridefl  truth, 
That  Self  hath  drawn  Thee  from  fair  Virtue's  way 
Farther  than  Folly  would  have  dar'd  to  ftray. 
And  that  the  talents  lib'ral  Nature  gave 
To  make  thee  free,  have  made  thee  more  a  flave. 

Quit  then,  in  prudence  quit,   that  idle  train 
Of  toys,  which  have  fo  long  abus'd  thy  brain. 
And  captive  led  thy  pow'rs ;   with  boundlefs  will 
Let  Self  maintain  her  ftate  and  empire  flill, 
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But  let  her,  with  more  worthy  objeds  caught, 
Strain  all  the  faculties  and  force  of  thought 
To  things  of  higher  daring ;   let  her  range 
Thro'  better  paftures,  and  learn  how  to  change ;. 
Let  her,,  no  longer  to  weak  faction  tied, 
Wifely  revolt,  and  join  our  ftronger  fide. 

C.  Ah!  what,  my  Lord,  hath  private  life  to  do 
With  things  of  public  Nature  ?  why  to  view 
Would  You  thus  cruelly  thofe  fcenes  unfoldj 
Which,   without  pain  and  horror  to  behold, 
Muft  fpeak  me  fomething  more,  or  lefs  than  man ; 
Which  Friends  may  pardon,   but  I  never  can  ? 
Look  back  !  a  Thought  which  borders  on  defpair. 
Which  human  Nature  muft,  yet  canaot  bear. 
'Tis  not  the  babbling  of  a  bufy  world, 
Where  Praife  and  Cenfure  are  at  random  hurl'd, 
Which  can  the  meaneft  of  my  thoughts  controul, 
Or  fhake  one  fettled  purpofe  of  my  Soul. 
Free  and  at  large  might  their  wild  curfes  roam. 
If  All,  if  All  alas !  were  well  at  home. 
No — 'tis  the  tale  which  angry  Confcience  tells, 
When  She  with  more  than  tragic  horror  fwells. 

Each 
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Each  circumftance  of  guilt ;   when  ftern,   but  true, 

She  brincTS  bad  actions  forth  into  review  ; 

And,   Uke  the  dread  hand-writing  on  the  wall. 

Bids  late  Remorfe  awake  at  Reafon's  call, 

Arm'd  at  all  points  bids  Scorpion  Vengeance  pafs, 

And  to  the  mind  holds  up  Reflexion's  glafs, 

The  mind,   which  ftarting,   heaves  the  heart-felt  groan, 

And  hates  that  form  Sho^  knows  to  be  her  own. 

Enough  of  this— let  private  forrows  reft— 
As  to  the  Public  I  dare  ftand  the  teft ; 
Dare  proudly  boaft,   I  feel  no  wifh  above 
The  good  of  England,  and  my  Country's  love. 
Stranger  to  Party-rage,   by  Reafon's  voice, 
Unerring  guide,   directed  in  my  choice, 
Not  all  the  tyrant  pow'rs  of  earth  combin'd, 
No,  nor  of  hell,  fhall  make  me  change  my  mind. 
What !  herd  with  men  my  honefl:  foul  difdains, 
Men  who,  with  fervile  zeal,  are  forging  chains 
For  Freedom's  neck,  and  lend  a  helping  hand. 
To  fpread  deftrudion  o'er  my  native  land. 
What !   fhall  I  not,  e'en  to  my  lateft  breath, 
In  the  full  face  of  danger  and  of  death, 

Exert 
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Exert  that  little  jftrength  which  Nature  gave, 
And  boldly  ftem,  or  perifli  in  the  wave  ? 

L.   When  I  look  backward  for  fome  fifty  yearsj. 
And  fee  P rote/ling  Patriots  turn'd  to  Peers ; 
Hear  men,   moft  loofe,  for  decency  declaim. 
And  talk  of  Charadler,  without  a  name ; 
See  Infidels  aiTert  the  caufe  of  God, 
And  meek  Divines  wield  Perfecution's  rod  ;: 
See  men  transform'd  to  brutes,  and  brutes  to  men, 
See  Whitehead  take  a  place,   Ralph  change  his  pen, 
I  mock  the  zeal,   and  deem  the  Men  in  fport, 
Who  rail  at  Minifters,   and  curfe  a  Court. 
Thee,   haughty  as  Thou  art,  and  proud  in  rime, 
Shall  fome  Preferment,   offered  at  a  time 
When  Virtue  fleeps,   fome  Sacrifice  to  Pride,. 
Or  fome  fair  Vidlim,   move  to  change  thy  fide. 
Thee  fhall  thefe  eyes  behold,   to  health  refior'd, 
Ufing,  as  Prudence  bids,   bold  Satire's  fword. 
Galling  thy  prefent  friends,   and  praifing  thofc. 
Whom  now  thy  frenzy  holds  thy  greateft  foes. 

C,  May  I,   (can  worfe  difgrace  on  manhood  fall  ?) 
Be  born  a  ¥/hitehead,  and  baptiz'd  a  Paul  ; 

E  Mav 
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May  I  (tho'  to  his  fervi'cc  deeply  tied 

By  liicred  oaths,   and  now  by  will  allied) 

With  falfe  feign'd  zeal  an  injured  God  defend, 

And  life  his  name  for  fome  bafc  private  end  ; 

May  I  (that  thought  bids  double  horrors  roll 

0*er  my  fick  Spirits,   and  unmar.s  my  foul) 

P.uin  the  Virtue  which  I  held  riioft  dear, 

And  ftill  muft  hold ;  may  I,   thro'  abjedl  fear, 

Betray  my  Friend  ;   may  to  fucceeding  times, 

Engrav'd  on  plates  of  Adamant,   my  crimes 

Stand  blazing  forth,  whilft  mark'd  with  envious  blot, 

Each  little  a6l  of  Virtue  is  forgot ; 

Of  all  thofe  evils  which,   to  ftamp  men  curs'd, 

Hell  keeps  in  ftore  for  vengeance,  may  the  worft 

Light  on  my  head,   and  in  my  day  of  woe, 

To  make  the  cup  of  bitternefs  o'er.flow, 

May  I  be  fcorn'd  by  ev'ry  man  of  worth, 

Wander,  like  Cain,  a  vagabond  on  earth, 

Bearing  about  a  Hell  in  my  own  mind. 

Or  be  to  Scotland  for  my  life  confin'd. 

If  I  am  one  amongft  the  many  known. 

Whom  Shelburne  fled,  and  Calcraft  blufh'd  to  own, 

L.  Do 
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Z/.   Do  you  refledl  what  men  you  make  your  foes  ? 

» 

C,   I  do,   and  that's  the  reafon  I  oppofc. 
Friends  I  have  made,   whom  Envy  muft  commend, 
But  not  one  foe,   whom  I  would  wifh  a  friend. 
What  if  ten  thoufand  Butes  and  Hollands  bawl. 
One  Wilkes  hath  made  a  large  amends  for  all. 

'Tis  not  the  Title,  whether  handed  down 
From  age  to  age,  or  flowing  from  the  crown 
In  copious  ftreams  on  recent  men,  who  came 
From  ftems  unknown,  and  lires  without  a  name ; 
'Tis  not  the  Star^  which  our  great  Edward  gave 
To  mark  the  virtuous,  and  reward  the  brave, 
Blazing  without,  whilfl:  a  bafe  heart  within 
Is  rotten  to  the  core  with  filth  and  fin ; 
'Tis  not  the  tinfel  grandeur,  taught  to  wait, 
At  cuftom's  call,   to  mark  a  fool  of  State 
From  fools  of  lefiTer  note,  that  Soul  can  awe 
Whofe  Pride  is  Reafon,  whofe  Defence  is  Law. 

L.  Suppofe  (a  Thing  fcarce  poflible  in  Art, 
Were  it  thy  Cue  to  play  a  common  Part ;) 

Suppofe 
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Suppofe  thy  Writings  fo  well  fenc'd  in  Law, 

That  N cannot  find,  nor  make  a  Flaw, 

Haft  thou  not  heard,   that  'mongft  our  antient  Tribes 
By  Party  warpt,  or  lull'd  afieep  by  Bribes, 
Or  tremblinor  at  the  Ruffian  Hand  of  Force, 
Law  hath  fufpended  flood,   or  chang'd  its  Courfe  ? 
Art  Thou  aiTur'd,   that,  for  Deftrudlion  ripe. 
Thou  may' ft  not  fmart  beneath  the  felf-fame  Gripe  ? 
What  Sanction  haft  Thou,  frantic  in  thy  Rimes, 
Thy  Life,  thy  Freedom  to  fecure  ? 

C,  The  Times. 
'Tis  not  on  Law,  a  Syftem  great  and  good, 
By  V/ifdom  penn'd,  and  bought  by  nobleft  Blood, 
My  Faith  relies :   By  wicked  Men  and  vain, 
Law,   once  abus'd,   may  be  abus'd  again. — 
No,  on  our  great  Law-giver  I  depend. 
Who  knows  and  guides  her  to  her  proper  End ; 
Whofe  Royalty  of  Nature  blazes  out 
So  fierce,   'twere  Sin  to  entertain  a  doubt — 
Did  Tyrant  Stuarts  nov/  the  Laws  difpenfe 
(Bleft  be  the  hour  and  hand  which  fent  them  hence) 
For  fomething,   or  for  nothing,  for  a  Word, 
Or  Thought,   I  might  be  doom'd  to  Death,  tuiheard. 

Life 
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Life  we  might  all  refign  to  lawlefs  PowV, 
Nor  think  it  worth  the  purchafe  of  an  hour ; 
But  Envy  ne'er  fliall  fix  fo  foul  a  ftain 
On  the  fair  annals  of  a  Brunswick's  reign. 

If,   Slave  to  Party,   to  Revenge,  or  Pride, 
If,   by  frail  human  Error  drawn  afide, 
I  break  the  Law,   ftridl  rigrour  let  Her  wear  ; 
'Tis  Her's  to  punifh,   and  'tis  mine  to  bear  ; 
Nor,   by  the  voice  of  Juftice  doom'd  to  death, 
Would  I  afk  mercy  with  my  lateft  breath. 
But,  anxious  only  for  my  Country's  good. 
In  which  my  King's,  of  courfe^   is  underftood  ; 
Form'd  on  a  plan  with  fome  few  Patriot  friends, 
Whilft  by  juft  means  I  aim  at  nobleft  ends, 
My  Spirits  cannot  fink ;   tho'  from  the  tomb 
Stern  Jeffries  fhould  be  plac'd  in  Mansfield's  room, 
Tho'  he  fhould  bring,  his  bafe  defigns  to  aid, 
Some  black  Attorney^  for  his  purpofe  made, 
And  fliove,  whilft  Decency  and  Law  retreat, 
The  modeft  Norton  from  his  Maiden  feat, 
Tho'  Both,  in  ill  Confed'rates,  fhould  agree, 
In  damned  league,  to  torture  Law  and  Me, 

F  Whilft 


i8         THE    CONFERENCE. 

Whilft  George  is  King,  I  cannot  fear  endure  j 
Not  to  be  guilty,  is  to  be  fecure. 

But  when,  in  after-times,  (be  far  remov'd 
That  day)  our  Monarch,  glorious  and  belov'd, 
Sleeps  with  his  Fathers,  fhould  imperious  Fate, 
In  vengeance,  with  frefh  Stuarts  curfe  our  ftate  i^ 
Should  They,  o'erleaping  ev'ry  fence  of  Law, 
Butcher  the  brave  to  keep  tame  fools  in  awe ; 
Should  They,  by  brutal  and  oppreffive  force. 
Divert  fvveet  Juftice  from  her  even  courfe  ;. 
Should  They,  of  ev'ry  other  means  bereft, 
Make  my  right-hand  a  witnefs  'gainft  my  left; 
Should  They,   abroad  by  Inquifitions  taught, 
Search  out  my  Soul,  and  damn  me  for  a  thought, 
Still  would  I  keep  my  courfe,  ftill  fpeak,  ftill  write, 
Till  Death  had  plung'd  me  in.  the  fliades  of  Night. 

Thou  God  of  Triahy  Thou  great,  all-fearching  EyCj 
To  v/hom  our  Thoughts,  our  Spirits  open  lie. 
Grant  me  thy  firength,  and  in  that  needful  hour, 
(Should  it  e'er  come)  when  Law  fubmits  to  FowV, 
With  firm  refolves  my  fteady  bofom  fleel^ 
Bravely  to  fuffer,  tho'  I  deeply  feel. 

Let 
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Let  Me,  as  hitherto,  ftill  draw  my  breath. 
In  love  with  life,  but  not  in  fear  of  death. 
And,  if  Oppreflion  brings  me  to  the  grave. 
And  marks  him  dead,  She  ne'er  Ihall  mark  a  flave*. 
Let  no  unworthy  marks  of  grief  be  heard. 
No  wild  laments,  not  one  unfeemly  word; 
Let  fober  triumphs  wait  upon  my  bier, 
I  won't  forgive  that  Friend  who  drops  one  tear* 
Whether  He's  ravifli'd  in  life's  early  morn, 
Or,  in  old  age,  drops  like  an  ear  of  corn, 
Full  ripe  He  falls,  on  Nature's  nobleft  plan^ 
Who  lives  to  Rcafon,  and  who  dies  a  Man* 
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ACCURS'D  the  man,  whom  fate  ordains,  in  fpite. 
And  cruel  parents  teach,  to  Read  and  Write ! 
What  need  of  letters  ?  Wherefore  fhould  v/e  fpell  ? 
Why  write  our  names  ?  A  mark  will  do  as  well. 

Much  are  the  precious  hours  of  youth  mifpent^ 
In  climbing  Learning's  rugged  fteep  afcent  ; 
When  to  the  top  the  bold  advent'rcr's  got. 
He  reigns,  vain  monarch,  o'er  a  barren  fpot, 

B  Whilft 
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Whilft  in  the  vale  of  I<y;7iora?Ke  below, 
Folly  and  Vice  to  rank  luxuriance  grow; 
Honours  and  wealth  pour  in  on  ev'ry  fide, 
And  proud  Preferment  rolls  her  golden  tide. 

O'er  crabbed  authors  life's  gay  prime  to  wafte, 
To  cramp  wild  genius  in  the  chains  of  tafte, 
To  bear  the  flavifli  drudgery  of  fchools. 
And  tamely  ftoop  to  ev'ry  pedant's  rules, 
For  feven  long  years  debarr'd  of  lib'ral  eafe, 
To  piod  in  college  trammels  to  degrees^ 
Beneath  the  weight  of  folemn  toys  to  groan, 
Sleep  over  books,  and  leave  mankind  unknown, 
To  praife  each  fenior  blockhead's  thread-bare  tale, 
And  laugh  till  reafon  blufli,  and  fpirits  fail, 
Manhood  with  vile  fubmiffion  to  difgrace. 
And  cap  the  fool,  whofe  merit  is  his  Place ; 
Vice  Chancellors,  whofe  knowledge  is  but  fmall, 
And  Chancellors,  who  nothing  know  at  all, 
Ill-brook'd  the  gen'rous  Spirit,  in  thofe  days 
When  Learning  was  the  certain  road  to  praife, 
When  Nobles,   with  a  love  of  Science  blefs'd, 
Approv'd  in  others  what  themfelves  poffefs'd. 
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But  Now^  when  Dullness  rears  aloft  her  throne. 
When  Lordly  Vaffals  her  wide  Empire  own, 
When  Wit,  feduc'd  by  Envy,  ftarts  aiide. 
And  bafely  leagues  with  Ignorance  and  Pride, 
What  Now  fliould  tempt  us,  by  falfe  hopes  mified, 
Learning's  unfafliionable  paths  to  tread  \ 
To  bear  thofe  labours,  which  our  Fathers  bore 
That  Crown  with-held,  which  They  in  triumph  wore  ? 

When  with  much  pains  this  boafted  Learning's  got, 
'Tis  an  affront  to  thofe  who  have  it  not. 
In  fome  it  caufes  hate,   in  others  fear, 
Inftrudls  our  Foes  to  rail,  our  Friends  to  fneer. 
With  prudent  hafte  the  worldly-minded  fool. 
Forgets  the  little  which  he  learn'd  at  School ; 
The  Elder  Brother,  to  vaft  fortunes  born, 
Looks  on  all  Science  with  an  Eye  of  Scorn  ; 
Dependent  Breth'ren  the  fame  features  wear. 
And  younger  Sons  are  ftupid  as  the  Heir. 
In  Senates,  at  the  Bar,  in  Church  and  State, 
Genius  is  vile,  and  Learning  out  of  date. 

Is  this — O  Death  to  think  !  is  this  the  Land 
Where  Merit  and  Reward  went  hand  in  hand. 

Where 
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Where  Heroes,  Parent-like,  the  Poet  vievv'd 
By  whom  they  favv  their  glorious  deeds  renew'd ; 
Where  Poets,  true  to  Honour,  tun  d  their  lays, 
And  by  their  Patrons  fandify'd  their  praife  ? 
Is  this  the  Land,  where,  on  our  Spencer's  tongue, 
Enamour'd  of  his  voice,  Defcription  hung; 
Where  Johnson  rigid  gravity  beguil'd, 
Whilft  Reafon  thro'  her  Critic  fences  fmil'd ; 
Where  Nature  lift'ning  flood,  whilft  Shakespear  play'd^ 
And  wonder'd  at  the  Work  herfelf  had  made  ? 
Is  this  the  Land,  where,  mindful  of  her  charge 
And  Office  high,  fair  Freedom  walk'd  at  large; 
Where,  finding  in  our  Laws  a  fure  defence. 
She  mock'd  at  all  reftraints,   but  thofe  of  Senfe ; 
Where,   health  and  honour  trooping  by  her  fide^ 
She  fpread  her  facred  empire  far  and  wide; 
Pointed  the  way,  Afflidlion  to  beguile, 
And  bade  the  Face  of  Sorrow  wear  a  fmile. 
Bade  thofe,   who  dare  obey  the  gen'rous  call. 
Enjoy  her  bleffings,   which  God  meant  for  all  ? 
Is  this  the  Land,   where,  in  fome  Tyrant's  reign. 
When  a  ^weali^  wicked  Minifierial  train, 
The  tools  of  powV,   the  flaves  of  int'reft,  plann'd 
Their  Country's  ruin,  and  with  bribes  unman'd 

Thofe 
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Thofe  wretches,  who,  ordain'd  in  Freedom's  caufe, 

Gave  up  our  liberties,  and  fold  our  laws ; 

When  Pow'r  was  taught  by  Meannefs  where  to  go. 

Nor  dar'd  to  love  the  Virtue  of  a  foe ; 

When,  like  a  lep'rous  plague,  from  the  foul  head. 

To  the  foul  heart  her  fores  Corruption  fpread, 

Her  iron  arm  when  ftern  Oppreflion  rear'd, 

And  Virtue,  from  her  broad  bafe  fhaken,  fear'd 

The  fcourge  of  Vice ;  when,  impotent  and  vain. 

Poor  Freedom  bow'd  the  neck  to  Slav'ry's  chain ; 

Is  this  the  Land,  where,  in  thofe  worft  of  times. 

The  hardy  Poet  rais'd  his  honeft  rimes 

To  dread  rebuke,  and  bade  controulment  fpeak 

In  guilty  blufhes  on  the  villain's  cheeky 

Bade  Pow'r  turn  pale,  kept  mighty  rogues  in  awe. 

And  made  them  fear  the  Mufe,  who  fear'd  not  Law  ? 

How  do  I  laugh,  when  men  of  narrow  fouls. 
Whom  folly  guides,  and  prejudice  controuls ; 
Who,  one  dull  drowfy  track  of  bufinefs  trod, 
Worfhip  their  Mammon,  and  negledt  their  God; 
Who,  breathing  by  one  mufty  fet  of  rules. 
Dote  from  the  birth,  and  are  by  fyftem  fools ; 

C  Who, 
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Who,  fornVd  to  dullnefs  from  their  very  youtl:. 

Lies  of  the  day  prefer  to  Gofpel  truth, 

Pick  up  their  little  knowledge  from  Reviews, 

And  lay  out  all  their  ftock  of  faith  in  news : 

How  do  I  laugh,  v/hen  Creatures,  form'd  like  thefe, 

Whom  Reafon  fcorns,  and  I  fliould  blufn  to  pleafe, 

Rail  at  all  liberal  arts,  deem  verfe  a  crime. 

And  hold  not  Truth,  as  Truth,  if  told  in  rmie  ? 

How  do  I  laugh,  when  Publius,  hoary  grown 
In  zeal  for  Scotland's  wellfarc,  and  his  own. 
By  flow  degrees,  and  courfe  of  office,  drawn 
In  mood  and  figure  at  the  helm  to  yawn, 
Too  mean  (the  word  of  curfes  Heav'n  can  fend) 
To  have  a  foe,   too  proud  to  have  a  friend, 
Erring  by  form,  which  Blockheads  facred  hold, 
Ne'er  making  new  faults,  and  ne'er  mending  old. 
Rebukes  my  Spirit,  bids  the  daring  Mufe 
Subjeds  more  equal  to  her  weaknefs  chufe ; 
Bids  her  frequent  the  haunts  of  humble  fwains, 
Nor  dare  to  traffick  in  ambitious  ftrains ; 
Bids  her,  indulging  the  poetic  whim 
In  quaint-wrought  Ode,  or  Sonnet  pertly  trim, 

Along 
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Along  the  Church-way  path  complain  with  Gray, 
Or  dance  v/ith  Mason  on  the  iirft  of  May  ? 
"   All  facred  is  the  name  and  pow'r  of  fCings, 
"  All  States  and  Statefmen  are  thofc  mighty  Things 
''  Which,   howfoe'er  they  out  of  courfe  may  roll, 
^'  Were  never  made  for  Poets  to  controul." 

Peace,   Peace  thou  Dotard,   nor  thus  vilely  deem 
Of  Sacred  Numbers,   and  their  pow'r  blafpheme  ; 
I  tell  thee.   Wretch,  fearch  all  Creation  round, 
In  Earth,  in  Heav'n,   no  Subjedl  can  be  found 
(Our  God  alone  except)  above  whofe  weight 
The  Poet  cannot  rife,   and  hold  his  State. 
The  blefTed  Saints  above  in  numbers  fpeak 
The  praife  of  God,   tho'  there  all  praife  is  weak ; 
In  Numbers  here  below  the  Bard  fhall  teach 
Virtue  to  foar  beyond  the  Villain's  reach  ; 
Shall  tear  his  lab'ring  lungs,   ftrain  his  hoarfe  throat, 
And  raife  his  voice  beyond  the  trumpet's  note, 
Should  an  afflicted  Country,  aw'd  by  men 
Of  llavifh  principles,  demand  his  pen. 
This  is  a  great,  a  glorious  point  of  view, 
Fit  for  an  Englifh  Poet  to  purfue, 

Undaunted 
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Undaunted  to  purfue,  tho',  in  return, 

His  writings  by  the  common  Hangman  burn. 

How  do  I  laugh,  when  men,  by  fortune  plac'd 
Above  their  Betters,   and  by  rank  difgrac'd. 
Who  found  their  pride  on  titles  which  they  ftain, 
And,   mean  themfelves,  are  of  their  Fathers  vain. 
Who  would  a  bill  of  privilege  prefer, 
And  treat  a  Poet,   like  a  Creditor, 
The  gen'rous  ardor  of  the  Mufe  condemn. 
And  curfe  the  ftorm  they  know  muft  break  on  themv 
<'  WMiat,  fhall  a  reptile  Bard,  a  wretch  unknown,   ■ 
^'  Without  one  badge  of  merit,  but  his  own, 
"  Great  Nobles  lafh,   and  Lords ^  like  common  men^ 
^'  Smart  from  the  vengeance  of  a  Scribbler's  pen?" 

"What's  in  this  name  of  Lord^  that  I  fhould  fear 
To  bring  their  vices  to  the  public  ear  ? 
Flows  not  the  honeft  blood  of  humble  fwains 
Quick  as  the  tide  which  fv/ells  a  Monarch's  veins  ? 
Moi:archs,  who  wealth  and  titles  can  beftow, 
Cannot  make  Virtues  in  fucceffion  flow. 
Would^ft  Thou,   Proud  Man,  be  fafely  plac'd  above 
The  cenfure  of  the  Mufe,   deferve  her  Love, 

Aa 
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Ad:  as  thy  Birth  demands,  as  Nobles  ought ; 

Look  back,   and  by  thy  worthy  Father  taught, 

Who  earnd  thofe  Honours,   Thou  wert  borji  to  wear, 

Follow  his  fleps,   and  be  his  Virtue's  heir. 

But  if,  regardlefs  of  the  road  to  Fame, 

You  ftart  afide,  and  tread  the  paths  of  fhamc, 

If  fuch  thy  life,   that  fhould  thy  Sire  arife, 

The  fight  of  fuch  a  Son  would  blaft  his  eyes, 

Would  make  him  curfe  the  hour  which  gave  Thee  birth, 

Would  drive  him,  fhudd'ring,  from  the  face  of  earth, 

Once  more,  with  fhame  and  forrow,   'mongft  the  dead 

In  ertdlefs  night  to  hide  his  rev'rend  head  ; 

If  fuch  thy  life,  tho'  Kings  had  made  thee  more 

Than  ever  King  a  fcoundrel  made  before. 

Nay,   to  allow  thy  pride  a  deeper  fpring, 

Tho'  God  in  vengeance  had  made  Thee  a  King, 

Taking  on  Virtue's  wing  her  daring  flight. 

The  Mufe  fhould  drag  thee  trembling  to  the  light, 

Probe  thy  foul  wounds,   and  lay  thy  bofom  bare 

To  the  keen  queftion  of  the  fearching  air. 

Gods !  with  what  pride  I  fee  the  titled  flavc, 
Who  fmarts  beneath  the  ftroke  whicli  Satire  gave, 

D  Aiming 
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Aiming  at  eafe,  and  v/ith  difhoneft  art 

StrivincT  to  hide  the  feelino;s  of  his  heart! 

How  do  I  laugli,   when,   with  affcded  air, 

(Scarce  able  thro'  defpite  to  keep  his  chair, 

Wliilft  on  his  trembling  lip  pale  anger  fpeaks. 

And  the  chaf'd  blood  flies  mounting  to  his  cheeks) 

He  talks  of  Confciencc,  which  good  men  fecures 

From  all  thofe  evil  moments  guilt  endures, 

And  feems  to  laugh  at  thofe,  who  pay  regard 

To  the  wild  ravings  of  a  frantic  bard. 

•'  Satire,  whilft  envy  and  ill-humour  fway 

^'  The  mind  of  man,  muft  always  make  her  way> 

"  Nor  to  a  bofom,  with  difcretion  fraught, 

"  Is  all  her  malice  worth  a  fingle  thought. 

"  The  Wife  have  not  the  will,  nor  Fools  the  powV 

**   To  flop  her  headftrong  courfe;   within  the  hourj 

*'  Left  to  herfelf,   flie  dies;   oppofing  Strife, 

Gives  her  frefh  vigour,  and  prolongs  her  life. 

All  things  her  prey,  and  ev'ry  man  her  aim, 

I  can  no  patent  for  exemption  claim. 

Nor  would  I  wifh  to  ftop  that  harmlefs  dart 
"  Which  plays  around,   but  cannot  wound  my  heart ; 
^'  Tho'  pointed  at  myfelf,   be  Satire  free ; 
"  To  Her  'tis  pleafure,  and  no  pain  to  Me." 

DifTembling 
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Diffembling  Wretch  !  hence  to  the  Stoic  fchool, 
And  there  amongft  thy  breth'ren  play  the  fool. 
There,  unrebuk'd,  thefe  wild,   vain  dodlrines  preach ; 
Lives  there  a  Man,  whom  Satire  cannot  reach  ? 
Lives  there  a  Man,  who  calmly  can  ftand  by. 
And  fee  his  confcience  ripp'd  with  fteady  eye  ? 
When  Satire  flies  abroad  on  Falfliood's  wing,. 
Short  is  her  life,   and  impotent  her  fling ; 
But,  when  to  Truth  allied,  the  wound  flie  gives 
Sinks  deep,   and  to  remoteft  ages  lives. 
When  in  the  tomb  thy  pamper'd  flefli  fhall  rot. 
And  e'en  by  friends  thy  mem'ry  be  forgot. 
Still  flialt  Thou  live,   recorded  for  thy  crimes, 
Live  in  her  page,  and  ft  ink  to  after- times. 

Haft  Thou  no  feeling  yet  ?  Come,  throw  off  pride, 
And  own  tliofe  paffions  which  Thou  flialt  not  hide, 

S ,   who,   from  the  moment  of  his  birth, 

Made  human  Nature  a  reproach  on  earth. 
Who  never  dar'd,  nor  wifli'd  behind  to  ftay, 
When  Folly,  Vice,  and  Meannefs  led  the  way. 
Would  blufli,  fliould  he  be  told,   by  Truth  and  Wit, 
Thofe  actions,  v/hich  he  blufh'd  not  to  commit  j 

Men 
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Men  the  moft  infamous  are  fond  of  fame. 

And  thofe  who  fear  not  guilt,  yet  ftart  at  fhame* 

But  whither  runs  my  zeal,   whofe  rapid  force, 
Turning  the  brain,   bears  Reafon  from  her  courfe. 
Carries  me  back  to  times,  when  Poets,   blefs'd 
With  courage,   grac'd  the  Science  they  profefs'd ; 
When  They,  in  Honour  rooted,   firmly  ftood 
The  bad  to  punifh,  and  reward  the  good ; 
When,  to  a  flame  by  Public  Virtue  wrought. 
The  foes  of  Freedom  They  to  juftice  brought, 
And  dar'd  expofe  thofe  flaves,   who  dar'd  fupport 
A  Tyrant  plan,   and  call'd  themfelv^es  a  Court. 
Ah !   What  are  Poets  now  ?  as  flavifh  thofe 
Who  deal  in  Verfe,   as  thofe  who  deal  m  Profe. 
Is  there  an  Author,   fearch  the  Kingdom  round, 
In  whom  true  worth,   and  real  Spirit's  found  ? 
The  Slaves  of  Bookfellers,   or  (doom'd  by  Fate 
To  bafer  chains)  vile  penfioners  of  State ; 
Some,  dead  to  fhame,  and  of  thofe  fliackles  proud 
Which  Honour  fcorns,   for  flav'ry  roar  aloud. 
Others,  half-palfied  only,  mutes  become, 
And  what  makes  Smollet  write.,  makes  Johnson  dumb. 

Why 
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Why  turns  yon  villain  pale  ?  why  bends  his  eye 
Inward,  abafli'd,  v/hen  Murphy  paffes  by  ? 
Doft  Thou  fage  Murphy  for  a  blockhead  take, 
Who  wages  war  with  vice  for  Virtue's  fake  ? 
No,  No—like  other  Worldliiigs^  you  will  find 
He  fhifts  his  fails,  and  catches  ev'ry  wind. 
His  foul  the  fhock  of  intVePc  can't  endure : 
Give  him  a  penfion  then,  and  fin  fecure. 

With  laurelFd  wreaths  the  flatt'rer's  brows  adorn, 
Bid  Virtue  crouch,  bid  Vice  exalt  her  horn, 
Bid  Cowards  thrive,  put  honefty  to  flight, 
Murphy  fhall  prove,  or  try  to  prove  it  ricrht. 
Try,  thou  State- Juggler,  ev'ry  paltry  art, 
Ranfack  the  inmoft  clofet  of  my  heart, 
Swear  Thou'rt  my  Friend  ;   by  that  bafe  oath  make  way 
Into  my  bread,  and  flatter  to  betray ; 
Or,  if  thofe  tricks  are  vain,  if  wholefome  doubt 
Deteds  the  fraud,  and  points  the  Villain  out, 
Bribe  thofe  who  daily  at  my  board  are  fed, 
And  make  them  take  my  life  who  cat  my  bread  5 
On  Authors  for  defence,  for  praife  depend ; 
Pay  him  but  well,  and  Murphy  is  thy  friend. 

E  He, 
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He,  He  fliall  ready  ftand  with  venal  rimes 
To  varnifli  guilt,  and  confecrate  thy  crimes, 
To  make  corruption  in  falfe  colours  ftine, 
And  damn  his  own  good  name,  to  refcue  thine<. 

But,  if  thy  niggard  hands  their  gifts  with-hold. 
And  Vice  no  longer  rains  down  fhow'rs  of  gold, 
Expecl  no  mercy;  fadls,  well  grounded,  teachj. 
Murphy,  if  not  rewarded,  will  impeach. 
What  tho'  each  man  of  nice  and  jufler  thought. 
Shunning  his.  fteps,  decrees,  by  Honour  taught^. 
He  ne'er  can  be  a  Friend,  who  ftoops  fo  low 
To  be  the  bafe  betrayer  of  a  foe ; 
What  tho',  with  thine  together  link'd,  his  name 
Muft  be  with  thine  tranfmitted  down  to  fliame. 
To  ev'ry  manly  feeling  callous  grown. 
Rather  than  not  bUft  thine,  he'll  blaft  his  own.. 

To  ope  the  fountain,  whence  Sedition  fprings^ 
To  flander  Government,  and  libel  Kings, 
With  Freedom's  name  to  ferve  a  prefent  hour, 
Tho'  born,  and  bred  to  arbitrary  pow'r. 
To  talk  of  William  with  infidious  art, 
Whilfl:  a  vile  Stuart's  lurking  in  his  heart, 
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And,  whilft  mean  Envy  rears  her  loathfome  head, 

Flatt'ring  the  living,   to  abufe  the  dead, 

Where  is  Shebbeare  ?  O,  let  not  foul  reproachj 

TravelHng  thither  in  a  City-Coach, 

The  PiU'ry  dare  to  name;   the  whole  intent 

Of  that  Parade  was  Fame,   not  Punifhment, 

And  that  old,  ftaunch  Whig  Beardmore  {landing  by 

Can  in  full  Court  give  that  report  the  lye. 

With  rude  unnat^'ral  jargon  to  fupport, 
Half  Scotch  J   half  EngliJ/j^  a  declining  Courtj.. 
To  make  moft  glaring  contraries  unite,. 
And  prove,   beyond  difpute,   that  black  is  white, 
To  make  firm  Honour  tamely  league  v/ith  fhame. 
Make  Vice  and  Virtue  differ  but  in  name. 
To  prove  that  Chains  and  Freedom  are  but  one, 
That  to  be  fav'd  muft  mean  to  be  undone, 
Is  there  not  Guthrie?  Who,  like  him,  can  call 
All  Oppofites  to  proof,  and  conquer  all? 
He  calls  forth  living  waters  from  the  rock; 
He  calls  forth  children  from  the  barren  fiock ; 
He,  far  beyond  the  fprings  of  Nature  led, 
Makes  Vv^omen  bring  forth  after  they  are  dead ; 


IS 


He, 
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He,  on  a  curious,  new,  and  happy  plan, 
In  Wedlcck\  facred  bands  joins  Man  to  Man ; 
And,   to  complete  the  whole,  rnoft  ftrange,   but  true, 
By  fome  rare  magic,  makes  them  fruitful  too, 
V/hilfi  from  their  loins,   in  the  due  courfe  of  years. 
Flows  the  rich  blood  of  Guthrie's  EfigliJIj  Pee7^s, 

Doft  Thou  contrive  fome  blacker  deed  of  fhamc, 
Something  which  Nature  fhudders  but  to  name, 
Something  which  makes  the  Soul  of  man  retreat. 
And  the  life-blood  run  backward  to  her  feat  ? 
Doft  Thou  contrive,   for  fome  bafe  private  end, 
Some  felfifh  view,  to  hang  a  trufting  friend, 
To  lure  him  on,   e'en  to  his  parting  breath. 
And  promife  life,   to  work  him  furer  death  ? 
Grown  old  in  villainy,  and  dead  to  grace, 
Hell  in  his  heart,  and  Tyburne  in  his  face; 
Behold,  a  Parfon  at  thy  Elbow  ftands, 
Low'ring  damnation,  and  with  open  hands 
Ripe  to  betray  his  Saviour  for  reward ; 
The  Atheift  Chaplain  of  an  Atheift  Lord. 

Bred  to  the  Church,  and  for  the  gown  decreed^ 
'Ere  it  was  known  that  I  fhould  learn  to  read ; 

Tho' 
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Tho'  that  was  nothing,  for  my  Friends,  who  knew 

What  mighty  DuUnefs  of  itfelf  could  do, 

Never  defign  d  me  for  a  working  Priefl, 

But  hop  d,  I  fliould  have  been  a  Dean  at  lealt ; 

Condemned  (Uke  many  more,  and  worthier  men. 

To  whom  I  pledge  the  fervice  of  my  pen), 

Condemn  d  (whilft  proud,  and  pamper'd  Sons  of  Lawn, 

Cramm'd  to  the  throat,  in  lazy  plenty  yawn) 

In  pomp  of  rev  rend  beggry  to  appear, 

To  pray,  and  ftarve  on  forty  pounds  a  year; 

My  Friends,  who  never  felt  the  galling  load. 

Lament  that  I  forfook  the  Packhorfe  road, 

Whilft  Virtue  to  my  condu6t  witnefs  bears 

In  throwing  off  that  gown,  which  Francis  wears. 

What  Creature's  that,  fo  very  pert  and  prim ; 

So  very  full  of  foppery,  and  whim ; 

So  gentle,  yetfobrifk;  fo  wond'rous  fweet, 

So  fit  to  prattle  at  a  Lady's  feet. 

Who  looks,  as  he  the  Lord's  rich  vineyard  trod. 

And  by  his  Garb  appears  a  man  of  God  ? 

Truft  not  to  looks,  nor  credit  outward  fhow ; 

The  villain  lurks  beneath  the  cajjoclid  Beau ; 

F  That'i 
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That's  an  Informer;  what  avails  the  name? 
Suffice  it  that  the  wretch  from  Sodom  came. 

His  tongue  is  deadly — from  his  prefence  rim^. 
Unlefs  thy  rage  would  wifh  to  be  undone. 
No  ties  can  hold  him,  no  affedion  bind, 
And  Fear  alone  reftrains  his  coward  mind  y. 
Free  him  from  that,  no  Monfter  is  fo  fell, 
Nor  is  fo  fure  a  blood-hound  found  in  hell.. 
His  filken  fmiles,  his  hypocritic  air,. 
His  meek  demeanour,   plaufible  and  fair, 
Are  only  worn  to  pave  Fraud's  eafier  way, 
And  make  guU'd  Virtue  fall  a  furer  prey. 
Attend  his  Church — his  plan  of  dodrine  view — ^ 
The  Preacher  is  a  Ghriftian,  dull  but  true ; 
But  when  the  hallow'd  hour  of  preaching's  o'er, 
That  plan  of  dodrine's  never  thought  of  more-,.^ 
Christ  is  laid  by  negleded  on  the  flaelf, 
And  the  vile  Prieft  is  Gofpel  to  himfelf, 

By  Cleland  tutor'd,  and. with  Blacow  bred^., 
(Blacow,  whom  by  a  brave  refentment  led, . 
Oxford,  if  Oxford  had  not  funk  in  fame, 
Ere  this,  had  damn'd  to  everlafting  fhame) 

TheiE 
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Their  fteps  he  follows,  and  their  crimes  partakes. 
To  Virtue  loft,   to  Vice  alone  he  wakes, 
Moft  lufcioufly  declaims  'gainft  lufcious  themes^ 
And,  whilft  he  rails  at  blafphemy,   blafphemes. 

Are  thefe  the  Arts,  which  Policy  fupplies  ? 
Are  thefe  the  fteps,  by  v/hich  grave  Churchmen  rife  ? 
Forbid  it,  Heav'n ;   or,  fhould  it  turn  out  fo, 
Let  Me,   and  Mine,  continue  mean  and  low. 
Such  be  their  Arts,   whom  Intereft  controuls ; 
Kid  CELL  and  I  have  free  and  honeft  fouls. 
We  fcorn  Preferment  which  is  gain'd  by  Sin, 
And  will,  tho'  poor  without,  have  peace  within* 


THE       END. 
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BOOK         I. 


THE  Clock  ftruck  twelve,  o'er  half  the  globe 
Darknefs  had  fpread  her  pitchy  robe ; 
Morpheus,   his  feet  with  velvet  fhod, 
Treading  as  if  in  fear  he  trod, 
Gentle  as  dews  at  Even-tide, 
Diftiird  his  poppies  far  and  wide. 

B  Ambition, 
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Ambition,  who,  when  waking,   dreams 
Of  mighty,   but  phantaftic,   fchemes. 
Who,  when  afleep,  ne'er  knows  that  reft 
With  which  the  humbler  foul  is  bleft, 
Was  building  caftles  in  the  air, 
Goodly  to  look  upon,  and  fair. 
But,  on  a  bad  foundation  laid, 
Doom'd  at  return  of  Morn  to  fade.. 

Pale  Study,   by  the  taper's  light. 
Wearing  away  the  watch  of  night. 
Sat  reading,   but,  with  o'ercharg'd  head, 
Remember'd  nothing  that  he  read. 

Starving  'midft  plenty,  with  a  face 
Which  might  the  Court  of  Famine  grace. 
Ragged,   and  iilthy  to  behold. 
Grey  Av'rice  nodded  o'er  his  gold. 

Jealousy,  his  quick  eye  half-clos'd. 
With  watchings  worn,   reludlant  doz'd, 
And,   mean  diftruft  not  quite  forgot, 
Slumber'd  as  if  he  flumber'd  not. 
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Stretcli'd  at  his  length  on  the  bare  ground, 
His  hardy  offspring  fleeeping  round, 
Snor'd  rejllefs  Labour;    by  his  fide 
Lay  Health,   a  coarfe,   but  comely  Bride. 

Virtue,  without  the  Dodor's  aid, 
In  the  foft  arms  of  fleep  was  laid, 
Whilft  Vice,   within  the  guilty  breaft, 
Could  not  be  phyiic'd  into  reft. 

Thou  Bloody  Man  !  whofe  ruffian  knife 
Is  drawn  againft  thy  neighbour's  life, 
And  never  fcruples  to  defcend 
Into  the  bofom  of  a  friend, 
A  firm,   faft  friend,   by  vice  allied, 
And  to  Xhj  fecret  fervice  tied. 
In  whom  ten  Murders  breed  no  awe, 
If  properly  fecur'd  from  law; 
'Thou  Man  of  Lujl!  whom  paffion  fires 
To  fouleft  deeds,   whofe  hot  defires 
O'er  honeft  bars  with  eafe  make  way, 
V/hilft  Ideot  Beauty  falls  a  prey. 
And,   to  indulge  thy  brutal  flame, 
A  LucRECE  muft  be  brought  to  fhainc. 


Who 
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Who  doft,   a  brave,   bold  Sinner,   bear 

Rank  inccft  to  the  open  air, 

And  rapes,   full-blown  upon  thy  crown, 

Enough  to  weigh  a  nation  down  ; 

Thou  Swtiiar  of  Luji  I  vain  man, 

Whofe  refllefs  thoughts  ftill  form  the  plan 

Of  guilt,  which,  withered  to  the  root. 

Thy  lifelefs  nerves  can't  execute, 

Whilft,   in  thy  marrowlefs,   dry  bones, 

Defire  without  Enjoyment  groans ; 

T'hou  Perjurd  Wretch  I  whom  Falfhood  cloaths 

E'en  like  a  garment,  who  with  oaths 

Doft  trifle,   as  with  brokers,   meant 

To  ferve  thy  ev'ry  vile  intent. 

In  the  Day's  broad  and  fearching  eye 

Making  God  witnefs  to  a  lye, 

Blafpheming  Heav'n  and  Earth  for  pelf, 

And  hanging /r/>;^<:/x  to  fave  thyfelf ; 

T'hou  So7t  of  Chance!  whofe  glorious  foul 

On  the  four  aces  doom'd  to  roll. 

Was  never  yet  with  Honour  caught. 

Nor  on  poor  Virtue  loft  one  thought, 

Who  doft  thy  TFife^  thy  Children  fet, 

Thy  All  upon  a  ftngle  bet, 

Rifquing 
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Rifquing,  the  defp'rate  flake  to  try. 
Here  and  Hereafter  on  a  die, 
Who,  thy  own  private  fortune  loft, 
Doft  game  on  at  thy  Country's  coft, 
And,  grown  expert  in  Sharping  rules, 
Firft  fool'd  thyfelf,  now  prcy'ft  on  fools ; 
Jhou  Noble  Gamejier  I  whofe  high  place 
Gives  too  much  credit  to  difgrace, 
Who,   with  the  motion  of  a  die, 
Doft  make  a  mighty  Ifland  fly. 
The  Sums,  I  mean,  of  good  Freiich  gold 
For  which  a  mighty  Ifland  fold ; 
Who  doft  betray  intelligence^ 

Abufe  the  dearefl  confidence^ 

And,  private  fortune  to  create, 

Moft  falfely  play  the  game  of  State ; 

Who  doft  within  the  Alley  fport 

Sums,   which  might  beggar  a  whole  Court, 

And  make  us  Bankrupts  all,  if  Care, 

With  good  Earl  Talbot,  was  not  there ; 

Hqu  daring  Infidel  I  whom  pride 

And  Sin  have  drawn  from  Reafon's  flde, 

Who,  fearing  his  avengeful  rod, 

Doft  wifti  not  to  believe  a  God, 

C  Whofe 
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Wbofe  Hope  is  founded  on  a  plan, 
Which  fliould  diftracl  the  foui  of  man, 
And  make  him  curfe  his  abjcd:  birth ; 
Whofe  Hope  is,  once  return'd  to  earth, 
There  to  He  down,   for  worms  a  feaft. 
To  rot  and  perifli,   like  a  Bead  ; 
Who  dofl,  of  punilliment  afraid, 
And  by  thy  crimes  a  Coward  made, 
To  ev'ry  gen'rous  foul  a  Curfe 
Than  Hell  and  all  her  torments  worfe, 
When  crawling  to  thy  latter  end, 
Call  on  deftrudion  as  a  friend, 
Chufins  to  crumble  into  duft 
Rather  than  rife,   tho'  rife  You  muft; 
Thou  Hypocrite  I   who  doft  prophane. 
And  take  the  Patriot's  name  in  vain, 
Then  moft  thy  Country's  foe,  when  moft 
Of  Love  and  Loyalty  You  boaft ; 
Who  for  the  filthy  love  of  Gold, 
Thy  Friend,  thy  King,  thy  God  haft  fold, 
And,   mocking  the  juft  claim  of  Hell, 
Were  bidders  found,  thyfelf  would'ft  fell ; 
Ye  Villains  I  of  whatever  name. 
Whatever  rank,  to  whom  the  claim 


Of 
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Of  Hell  is  certain,  on  whofe  lids 
That  worm,  which  never  dies,   forbids 
Sweet  Sleep  to  fall.   Come  and  Behold^ 
Whilft  Envy  makes  your  blood  run  Cold, 
Behold y   by  pitilefs  Confcience  led. 
So  Justice  wills,  that  holy  bed, 
Where  Peace  her  full  dominion  keeps, 
And  Innocence  with  Holland  fleeps. 

Bid  Terror,  porting  on  the  wind, 
Affray  the  fpirits  of  mankind. 
Bid  Earthquakes,  heaving  for  a  vent, 
Rive  their  concealing  continent, 
And,  forcing  an  untimely  birth 
Thro'  the  vafl:  bowels  of  the  earth, 
Endeavour,   in  her  monftrous  womb, 
At  once  all  Nature  to  entomb ; 
Bid  all  that's  horrible,  and  dire. 
All  that  man  hates  and  fears,  confpire 
To  make  night  hideous,  as  they  can ; 
Still  is  thy  fleep.  Thou  Virtuous  Man, 
Pure  as  the  thoughts,  which  in  thy  bread 
Inhabit,  and  enfure  thy  reft ; 


Still 
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Siill  fhall  thy  Ayliff,  taught,  tho'  late, 
Thy  friendly  juftice  in  his  fate, 
Turn'd  to  a  guardian  Angel,   fpread 
Sweet  dreams  of  comfort  round  thy  head. 

Dark  was  the  Night,  by  fate  decreed 
For  the  contrivance  of  a  deed 
More  black  than  common,  which  might  make 
This  land  from  her  foundations  fliake, 
Might  tear  up  Freedom  by  the  root, 
Deftroy  a  Wilkes,  and  fix  a  Bute. 

Deep  Florror  held  her  wide  domain  ; 
The  fky  in  fuUen  drops  of  rain 
Forewept  the  morn,  and  thro'  the  air, 
Which,  op'ning,  laid  its  bofom  bare. 
Loud  Thunders  roU'd,  and  Light'ning  flream'd 
The  Owl  at  Freedom's  window  fcream'd, 
The  Scrcech-Owl,   prophet  dire,  whofe  breath 
Brings  ficknefs,   and  whofe  note  is  death; 
The  Church-Yard  teem'd,  and  from  the  tomb. 
All  Sad  and  Silent,   thro'  the  gloom, 
The  Ghofls  of  Men,  in  former  times 
Whofe  Public  Virtues  were  their  crimes. 


Indignant 
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Indignant  ftalk'd  ;   Sorrow  and  Rage 
Blank'd  their  pale  cheek  ;   in  his  ov/n  age 
The  prop  of  Freedom,   Hampden  there 
Felt  after  death  the  gen'rous  care ; 
Sidney  by  grief  from  Heav'n  was  kept. 
And  for  his  brother  Patriot  wept ; 
All  Friends  of  Liberty,   when  Fate 
Prepar'd  to  fliorten  Wilkes's  date, 
Heav'd,   deeply  hurt,  the  heart-felt  groan. 
And  knew  that  wound  to  be  their  own. 

Hail,   Liberty!  a  glorious  word. 
In  other  countries  fcarcely  heard. 
Or  heard  but  as  a  thing  of  courfe, 
Without  or  Energy  or  Force  ; 
Here  felt,  enjoy'd,   ador'd,   fhe  fprings, 
Far,  far  beyond  the  reach  of  Kings, 
Frefli  blooming  from  our  Mother  Earth  ; 
With  Pride  and  Joy  fhe  owns  her  birth 
Deriv'd  from  us,   and  in  return 
Bids  in  our  breafts  her  Genius  burn ; 
Bids  us  with  all  thofe  bleffings  live 
Which  Liberty  alone  can  give, 

D  Or 


10 


THE     DUELLIST. 


Or  nobly  with  that  Spirit  die, 

Which  makes  Death  more  than  Vid:ory. 

Hail  thofe  Old  Patriots,   on  whofe  tongue 
Perfuafion  in  the  Senate  hung,^ 
Whilft  They  this  facred  Caufe  maintained ! 
Flail  thofe  Old  Chiefs,   to  Flonour  trained, 
Who  fpread,   when  other  methods  fail'd, 
War's  bloody  banner,   and  prevail'd  ! 
Shall  Men  like  thefe  unmention'd  fleep 
Promifcuous  with  the  common  heap, 
And  (Gratitude  forbid  the  crime) 
Be  carried  down  the  ftream  of  time 
In  Shoals,   unnotic'd  and  forgot, 
On  Lethe's  ftream,   like  flags,   to  rot? 
No — they  fhall  live,   and  each  fair  name, 
Recorded  in  the  book  of  fame, 
Founded  on  Honour's  bafis,   faft 
As  the  round  Earth,   to  ages  laft. 
Some  Virtues  vanifh  with  our  breath. 
Virtue  like  this  lives  after  death. 
Old  Time  himfelf,   his  fcythe  thrown  by, 
Himfelf  loft  in  Eternity, 


An 
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An  everlafting  crown  iliall  twine 
To  make  a  Wilkes  and  Sidney  join. 

But  fliould  fome  flave-got  Villain  dare 
Chains  for  his  Country  to  prepare, 
And,   by  his  birth  to  flav'ry  broke. 
Make  her  too  feel  the  galling  yoke, 
May  he  be  evermore  accurs'd, 
Amongft  bad  men  be  rank'd  the  worfl:  5 
May  he  be  ftill  himfelf,  and  ftill 
Go  on  in  Vice,   and  perfedl  111 ; 
May  his  broad  crimes  each  day  increafe, 
Till  he  can't  Live,   nor  Die  in  Peace ; 
May  he  be  plung'd  fo  deep  in  fhame 

That  S may'nt  endure  his  name, 

And  hear,   fear ce- crawling  on  the  earth. 
His  children  curfe  him  for  their  birth ; 
May  Liberty,  beyond  the  grave, 
Ordain  him  to  be  ftill  a  flave, 
Grant  him  what  here  he  moft  requires, 
And  damn  him  with  his  own  deiires  ! 


But  fhould  fome  Villain,  in  fupport 
And  zeal  for  a  defpairing  Court, 


Placing 


12 


THE     DUELLIST. 


Placing  in  Craft  his  confidence, 

,1. 


And  making  Honour  a  pretence 

To  do  a  deed  of  deeped  fliame, 

Whilil  filthy  lucre  is  liis  aim ; 

Should  fuch  a  Wretch,   with  fword  or  knife, 

Contrive  to  pradife  'gainft  the  life 

Of  One,  who  honour'd  thro'  the  land, 

For  Freedom  made  a  glorious  ftand, 

Whofe  chief,   perhaps  his  only  crime, 

Is  (if  plain  Truth  at  fuch  a  time 

May  dare  her  fentiments  to  tell) 

That  He  his  Country  loves  too  well ; 

May  He but  words  are  all  too  weak 

The  feelings  of  my  heart  to  fpeak 

May  He — O  for  a  noble  curfe 
Which  might  his  very  marrow  pierce—-* 
The  general  contempt  engage, 
And  be  the  Martin  of  his  age. 


END    OF    THE    FIRST    BOOK, 


THE 
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BOOK        II. 


DEEP  in  the  bofom  of  a  wood, 
Out  of  the  road,  a  Temple  flood ; 
Antient,  and  much  the  worfe  for  wear, 
It  call'd  aloud  for  quick  repair, 
And,  tottering  from  fide  to  fide, 
Menac'd  deftrudtion  far  and  wide, 

E  Nor 
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Nor  able  fcem'd,   nnlcfs  made  ftronger, 
To  hold  out  four  or  five  years  longer. 
Four  hundred  pillars,   from  the  ground 
Rifing  in  order,   mojl  unfound. 
Some  rotten  to  the  heart,   aloof 
Seem'd  to  fupport  the  tott'ring  roof, 
But,   to  infpecfcion  nearer  laid, 
Inftead  of  giving,   wanted  aid. 

The  Structure,   rare  and  curious,   made 
6y  Men  moft  famous  in  their  trade, 
A  work  of  years,   Admir'd  by  all. 
Was  fuffer'd  into  duft  to  fall, 
Or,  juft  to  make  it  hang  together, 
And  keep  off  the  effedls  of  weather. 
Was  patch'd  and  patched  from  time  to  time 
By  wretches,   v/hom  it  were  a  crime, 
A  crime,   which  Art  would  treafon  hold, 
To  mention  with  thofe  names  of  old. 

Builders,   who  had  the  pile  furvey'd, 
And  thofe  not  Flitcrofts  in  their  trade, 
Doubted  (the  wife  hand  in  a  doubt 
Merely  fometimes  to  hand  her  out) 


Whether 
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Whether  (like  Churches  in  a  brief. 

Taught  wifely  to  obtain  relief 

Thro'  Chancery,  who  gives  her  fees 

To  this,   and  other  Charities) 

It  muft  not,   in  all  parts  unfound, 

Be  ripp'd,   and  pull'd  down  to  the  ground  ; 

Whether  (tho'  after-ages  ne'er 

Shall  raife  a  building  to  compare) 

Art,   if  they  fhould  their  Art  employ, 

Meant  to  preferve,  might  not  deftroy. 

As  human  Bodies,  worn  away. 

Batter' d,   and  hafling  to  decay, 

Bidding  the  po^y'r  of  Art  defpair, 

Cannot  thofe  very  medicines  bear, 

Which,  and  which  only  can  reflore. 

And  make  them  healthy  as  before. 

To  Liberty,  whofe  gracious  fmile 
Shed  peace  and  plenty  o'er  the  lile, 
Our  grateful  Anceftors,   her  plain 
But  faithful  Children,   rais'd  this  fane. 

Full  in  the  Front,   ftretch'd  out  in  length, 
where  Nature  put  forth  all  her  ftrength 

In 
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In  Spring  Eternal,  lay  a  plain, 
Where  our  brave  Fathers  us'd  to  train 
Their  Sons  to  Arms,  to  teach  the  Art 
Of  War,  and  fleel  the  infant  heart. 
Labour,  their  hardy  Nurfe,  when  young, 
Their  joints  had  knit,  their  nerves  had  ftrung ; 
Abstinence,  foe  declared  to  death, 
Had,  from  the  time  they  firft  drew  breath, 
The  beft  of  Dodors,  M^ith  plain  food, 
Kept  pure  the  channel  of  their  blood  ; 
Health  in  their  cheeks  bad  colour  rife. 
And  Glory  fparkled  in  their  eyes. 

The  inftruments  of  Hufbandry, 

As  in  contempt,  were  all  thrown  by, 

And,  flattering  a  manly  pride, 

War's  keener  tools  their  place  fupplied. 

Their  arrows  to  the  head  they  drew ; 

Swift  to  the  point  their  javelins  flew ; 

They  grafp'd  the  fword,  They  fliook  the  fpear; 

Their  Fathers  felt  a  pleaflng  fear, 

And  even  Courage,  ftanding  by, 

Scarcely  beheld  with  fteady  eye. 

Each 
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Each  Stripling,   leffon'd  by  his  Sire, 
Knew  when  to  clofe,   when  to  retire, 
AVhen  near  at  hand,   when  from  afar 
To  fight,   and  was  Himfelf  a  War. 

Their  Wives,   their  Mothers  all  around, 
Carelefs  of  order,   on  the  ground, 
Breath'd  forth  to  Heav'n  the  pious  vow, 
And,   for  a  Son's  or  Hufband's  brow, 
With  eager  fingers  Laurel  wove ; 
Laurel  which,  in  the  facred  grove, 
Planted  by  Liberty,   they  find. 
The  brows  of  Conquerors  to  bind, 
To  give  them  Pride  and  Spirits,   fit 
To  make  a  world  in  arms  fubmit. 

What  raptures  did  the  bofom  fire 
Of  the  young,  rugged,   peafant  Sire, 
When,   from  the  toil  of  mimic  fight. 
Returning  with  return  of  Night, 
He  faw  his  babe  refign  the  breaft, 
And,   fmiling,   ftroke  thofe  arms  in  jeft. 
With  which  hereafter  he  ihall  make 
The  proudejft  heart  in  Gallia  quake  ! 

F  Gods  I 
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Gods !  with  what  joy,  what  honeft  pride, 
Did  each  fond,   wiiliing,   ruflic  Bride 
Behold  her  manly  fwain  return ! 
How  did  her  love-fick  bofoni  burn, 
Tho'  on  Parades  he  was  not  bred. 
Nor  wore  the  livery  of  red. 
When,   Pleafure  heightening  all  her  charms.^ 
She  ftrain'd  her  Warrior  in  her  arms, 
And  beo-or'd,  whilfl:  Love  and  Glory  fire, 
A  Son,   a  Son  jufi:  like  his  Sire  ! 

Such  were  the  Men  in  former  times, 
Ere  Luxury  had  made  our  crimes 
Our  bitter  Punifnment,   who  bore 
Their  terrors  to  a  foreign  fhore; 
Such  were  the  men,  who,   free  from  dread, 
By  Edwards  and  by  Henries  led. 
Spread,   like  a  torrent  fwell'd  with  rains, 
O'er  haughty  Gallia's  trembling  plains ; 
Such  were  the  Men,  when  luft  of  Pow'r, 
To  work  him  woe,   in  evil  hour 
Debauch'd  the  Tyrant  from  thofe  ways. 
On  which  a  King  fhould  found  his  praife, 


When 
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When  ftern  Oppression,   hand  in  hand 
With  Pride,   ftalk'd  proudly  thro'  the  land  ; 
When  weeping  Justice  was  milled 
From  her  fair  courfe,   and  Mercy  dead ; 
Such  were  the  Men,   in  Virtue  ftrong, 
Who  dar'd  not  fee  their  Country's  wrong, 
Who  left  the  mattock,   and  the  fpade. 
And,  in  the  robes  of  War  array' d. 
In  their  rough  arms,   departing,   took 
Their  helplefs  babes,   and  with  a  look 
Stern  and  determin'd,   fwore  to  fee 
Thofe  babes  no  more,   or  fee  them  free  ; 
Such  were  the  Men,   whom  Tyrant  Pride 
Could  never  faften  to  his  fide 
By  threats  or  bribes,   who,   Freemen  born, 
Chains,   tho'  of  gold,   beheld  with  fcorn ; 
Who,   free  from  ev'ry  fervile  awe. 
Could  never  be  divorc'd  from  Law, 
From  that  broad  gen'ral  Law,   which  Senfe 
Made  for  the  general  defence  ; 
Could  never  yield  to  partial  ties 
Which  from  dependant  ftations  rife ; 
Could  never  be  to  Slav'ry  led. 
For  Property  was  at  their  head; 

Such 
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Such  were  the  Men  in  days  of  yore, 
Who,   caird  by  Liberty,   before 
Her  Temple,  on  the  facred  green, 
In  Martial  paftimes  oft  were  feen — 
Now  feen  no  longer — in  their  ftead, 
To  lazinefs  and  vermin  bred, 
A  Race  who,   ftrangers  to  the  caufe 
Of  Freedom,  live  by  other  laws, 
On  other  motives  fight,   a  prey 
To  intereft,   and  flaves  for  pay. 
Valour,  how  glorious  on  a  plan 
Of  Honour  founded,  leads  their  Van  ; 
Discretion,  free  from  taint  of  fear. 
Cool,  but  refolv'd,   brings  up  their  rear. 
Discretion,  Valour's  better  half; 
Dependance  holds  the  Gen'raFs  Staff. 

In  plain  and  home-fpun  garb  array'd, 
Not  for  vain  fhew,   but  fervice  made. 
In  a  green  flourifhing  old  age. 
Not  damn'd  yet  wuth  an  Equipage, 
In  rules  of  Porterage  untaught, 
Simplicity,   not  worth  a  groat. 


For 
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For  years  had  kept  the  Temple  door ; 
Full  on  his  breaft  a  glafs  he  wore, 
Thro'  which  his  bofom  open  lay 
To  ev'ry  one  who  pafs'd  that  way. 
Now  turn'd  adrift — with  humbler  face 
But  prouder  heart,  his  vacant  place 
Corruption  fills,  and  bears  the  key; 
No  entrance  now  without  a  fee. 

With  belly  round,   and  full,   fat  face, 
Which  on  the  houfe  reflected  grace. 
Full  of  good  fare,   and  honeft  ''^lee, 
The  A^/^ie^^r^  Hospitality, 
Old  Welcome  fmiling  by  his  fide, 
A  good,  old  Servant,  often  tried 
And  faithful  found,  who  kept  in  view 
His  Lady's  fame  and  int'reft  too. 
Who  made  each  heart  with  joy  rebound, 
Yet  never  run  her  State  a-ground, 
Was  turn'd  off,  or  (which  word  I  find 
Is  more  in  modern  ufc)  refignd, 

Half-ftarv'd,  half-fiarving  others,  bred 
In  beggary,   with  carrioii  fed, 

G  Detefted, 
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Detefted,  and  detefting  all, 
Made  up  of  Avarice  and  Gall, 
Eoafting  great  thrift,  yet  wafting  more 
Than  ever  Steward  did  before, 
Succeeded  One^   v/ho,   to  engage 
The  praife  of  an  exhaufted  age, 
Affum'd  a  name  of  high  degiee. 
And  call'd  himfelf  Oeconomy. 

Within  the  Temple,   full  in  fight, 
Where,   without  ceafing,   day  and  night. 
The  Workmen  toil'd,   where  Labour  bar'd 
His  brawny  arm,   where  Art  prepar'd, 
In  regular  and  even  rows, 
Her  types,   a  Frinting-Prefs  arofe, 
Each  Workman  knew  his  tafk,   and  each 
Was  honeft,   and  expert  as  Leach. 

Hence  Learning  ft  ruck  a  deeper  root, 
And  Science  brought  forth  riper  fruit ; 
Hence  Loyalty  receiv'd  fupport. 
Even  when  banifh'd  from  the  Court ; 
Hence  Government  gain'd  ftrength  ;   and  heftce 
Religion  fought,  and  found  defence; 

Hence 
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Hence  England's  faireft  fame  arofe, 
And  Liberty  fubdu'd  her  foes. 

On  a  low,  fimple,  turf-made  throne, 
Rais'd  by  Allegia7ice^  fcarcely  known 
From  her  Attendants,  glad  to  be 
Pattern  of  that  Equality 
She  wifli'd  to  all,  fo  far  as  cou'd 
Safely  confift  with  focial  good, 
The  Goddess  fat;  around  her  head 
A  chearful  radiance  Glory  fpread  \ 
Courage,  a  Youth  of  royal  race, 
Lovelily  ftern,  poffefs'd  a  place 
On  her  left-hand,  and  on  her  right 
Sat  Honour,  cloath'd  with  robes  of  Light  ; 
Before  her  Magna  Chart  a  lay, 
Which  feme  great  Lawyer,  of  his  day 
The  Pratt,  was  offic'd  to  explain, 
And  make  the  bafis  of  her  reign  ; 
Peace,  crown'd  with  Olive,  to  her  breaft 
Two  fmiUng,  twin-born  infants  preft; 
At  her  feet  couching.   War  was  laid, 
And  with  a  brindled  Lion  play'd ; 

Justice 
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Justice  and  Mercy,  hand  in  hand, 
Joint  Guardians  of  the  happy  land, 
Together  held  their  mighty  charge, 
And  Truth  vvalk'd  all  about  at  large  ; 
Health,  for  the  royal  troop  the  feaft 
Prepar'd,  and  Virtue  was  High  Prieft* 

Such  was  the  fame  our  Goddefs  bore. 
Her  Temple  fuch,   in  days  of  yore. 
What  changes  ruthlefs  Time  prcfents! 
Behold  her  ruin'd  battlements, 
Her  walls  decay'd,  her  nodding  fpires. 
Her  altars  broke,  her  dying  fires. 
Her  name  defpis'd,  her  Priefts  deftroy'd, 
Her  friends  difgrac'd,  her  foes  employ 'd;> 
Herfelf  (by  Minijlerial  arts  . 
Depriv'd  e'en  of  the  people's  hearts, 
Whilft  They,  to  v/ork  her  furer  woe, 
Feign  her  to  Monarchy  a  foe) 
Exil'd  by  grief,  felf-doom'd  to  dwell 
With  fome  poor  Hermit  in  a  cell. 
Or,  that  retirement  tedious  grown, 
If  (he  walks  forth,  She  walks  unknown^ 


Hooted, 
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Hooted,  and  pointed  at  with  fcorn, 
As  One  in  fome  ftrange  Country  born. 

Behold  a  rude  and  ruffian  race, 
A  band  of  fpoilers,  feize  her  place ; 
With  looks,  which  might  the  heart  dif-feat, 
And  make  life  found  a  quick  retreat, 
To  rapine  from  the  cradle  bred, 
A  Staunch^  Old  Blood-hound  at  their  head. 
Who,   free  from  Virtue  and  from  Awe, 
Knew  none  but  the  bad  part  of  Law, 
They  rov'd  at  large ;   each,  on  his  breaft 
Mark'd  with  a  Grey-houndy  ftood  confeft. 
CoNTROuLMENT  Waited  on  their  nod 
High-wielding  Perfecution's  rod. 
Confusion  follow'd  at  their  heels, 
And  a  cajl  Statefmaft  held  the  Seals, 
Thofe  Seals,   for  which  he  dear  fhall  pay, 
When  awful  Justice  takes  her  day. 

The  Printers  faw-— they  faw  and  fled— 
Science,   declining,   hung  her  head. 
Property  in  defpair  appcar'd. 
And  for  herfelf  deftrudlion  fear'd ; 

H  Whilft, 
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Whilft,  under-foot,  the  rude  flaves  trod 
The  works  of  men,   and  word  of  God, 
Whilft,   clofe  behind,   on  many  a  book, 
In  which  he  never  deigns  to  look, 
Wliich  he  did  not,   nay — could  not  read, 
A  bolcl^  had  man  (by  pow'r  decreed 
For  that  bad  end,   who  in  the  dark 
Scorn'd  to  do  mifchief)  fet  his  mark 
In  the  full  day,  the  mark  of  Hell, 
And  on  the  Gofpel  ftamp'd  an  L. 

Liberty  fled,   her  Friends  withdrew, 
Her  Friends,  a  faithful,   chofen  few ; 
Honour  in  grief  threw  up,   and  Shame, 
Cloathins  herfelf  with  Honour's  name, 
Ufurp'd  his  ftation  ;   on  the  throne. 
Which  Liberty  once  call'd  her  own, 
(Gods,   that  fuch  mighty  ills  fhould  fpring,. 
Under  fo  great,   fo  good  a  King, 
So  Lov'd,   fo  Loving,   thro'  the  arts 
Of  Statefmen,   curs'd  with  wicked  hearts !) 
For  ev'ry  darker  purpofe  fit. 
Behold  in  triumph  State-Craft  fit. 

END    OF    THE    SECOND    BOOK. 


THE 


DUELLIST. 


BOOK      in. 


AH  Me  !  what  mighty  perils  wait 
The  Man  who  meddles  with  a  State, 
Whether  to  ftrengthen,   or  oppofe ! 
Falle  are  his  friends,   and  firm  his  foes. 
How  mufl  his  Soul,   once  ventur'd  in, 
Plunge  blindly  on  from  fm  to  (in ! 
What  toils  he  fufFcrs,   what  difgrace. 
To  get,  and  then  to  keep  a  place  ! 

How 
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How  often,  whether  wrong  or  right, 
Muft  he  in  jefc,   or  earneft  fight, 
Rifquing  for  thofe  both  life  and  limb, 
Who  would  not  rifque  one  groat  for  him  ! 

Under  the  Temple  lay  a  Cave  ; 
Made  by  fome  guilty,   coward  flave, 
Whofe  a(?cions  fear'd  rebuke,   a  maze 
Of  intricate  and  winding  ways, 
Not  to  be  found  without  a  clue ; 
One  Paffage  only,   known  to  few, 
In  paths  diredl  led  to  a  Cell, 
Where  Fraud  in  fecret  lov'd  to  dwell. 
With  all  her  tools  and  flaves  about  her. 
Nor  fear'd  left  Honefty  fhould  rout  her. 

In  a  dark  corner,   fhimning  fight 
Of  Man,   and  fhrinking  from  the  light, 
One  dull,  dim  taper  thro'  the  Cell 
Glimm'ring  to  make  more  horrible 
The  face  of  darknefs.  She  prepares. 
Working  unfeen,  all  kinds  of  fnares, 
With  curious,   but  deftrudlive  art ; 
Here^  thro'  the  eye  to  catch  the  heart, 


Gay 
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Gay  States  their  tinfel  beams  afford, 
Neat  artifice  to  trap  a  Lord ; 
There^   fit  for  all  whom  Folly  bred, 
Wave  Plumes  of  Feather's  for  the  head ; 
Garters  the  Hag  contrives  to  make, 
Which,   as  it  feems,   a  babe  might  break. 
But  which  ambitious  Madmen  feel 
More  firm  and  fure  than  chains  of  fteel. 
Which,   fiipp'd  juft  imderneath  the  knee. 
Forbid  a  Freeman  to  be  free ; 
Purfes:  She  knew  (did  ever  curfe 
Travel  more  fure  than  in  a  purfe  ?) 
Which,   by  fome  ftrange  and  magic  bands 
Enllave  the  foul,,  and  tye  the  hands.. 

Here  Flatt'ry,   eldeft  born  of  guile, 
Weaves  with  rare  fkiil  the  filken  fmile, 
The  courtly  cringe,   the  fupple  bow, 
The  private  fqueeze,   the  Levee  vow. 
With  which,   no  ftrange  or  recent  cafe, 
Fools  i?i  deceive  Fools  out  of  place. 

Corruption  (v/ho,   in  former  times, 
Thro^  fear  or  fhame  conceal' d  her  crimes, 

I  And 
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And  what  She  did,   contrlv'd  to  do  it 
So  that  the  Public  might  not  view  it) 
Prefumptuous  grown,   unfit  was  held 
For  their  dark  councils,   and  expelFd, 
Since  in  the  day  her  bufinefs  might 
Be  done  as  fafe  as  in  the  nig-ht. 

Her  eye  down-bending  to  the  ground, 
Planning  fomc  dark  and  deadly  wound, 
Holding  a  dagger,   on  which  ftood, 
All  frefii  and  reeking,   drops  of  blood, 
Bearing  a  lanthorn,   which  of  yore, 
By  Treason  borrowed,   Guy  Fawkes  bore, 
By  which,   fince  they  improv'd  in  trade, 
Excifemen  have  their  lanthorns  made, 
Assassination,   her  whole  mind 
Blood-thirfting,   on  her  arm  reclinVl. 
Death,   grinning,   at  her  elbow  ftood. 
And  held  forth  inftruments  of  blood. 
Vile  inftruments,  which  cowards  chufe, 
But  Men  of  Honour  dare  not  ufe  ; 
Around,   his  Lordfhip  and  his  Grace, 
Both  qualified  for  fuch  a  place, 


With 
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With  many  a  Forbes,  and  many  a  Dun, 
Each  a  refolv'd,  and  pious  Son, 
Wait  her  high  bidding ;  Each  prepar'd 
As  She  around  her  orders  fhar'd. 
Proof  'gainft  remorfe,   to  run,   to  fly, 
And  bid  the  deftin'd  vidlim  die. 
Porting  on  Villainy's  black  wing, 
Whether  He  Patriot  is,  or  King. 

Oppression,   willing  to  appear 
An  object  of  our  love,  not  fear, 
Or  at  the  mofl  a  rev  Vend  awe 
To  breed,   ufurp'd  the  garb  of  Law. 
A  Book  fhe  held,  on  which  her  eyes 
Were  deeply  fix'd,  whence  feem'd  to  rife 
Joy  in  her  breaft ;   a  Book,  of  might 
Mofl:  wonderful,  which  black  to  white 
Could  turn,  and  v/ithout  help  of  laws. 
Could  make  the  worfe  the  better  caufe. 
She  read,  by  flatt'ring  hopes  deceiv'd. 
She  wifh'd,  and  what  She  wifh'd,   believ'd. 
To  make  that  Book  for  ever  fl:and 
The  rule  of  v/rong  through  all  the  land ; 

On 
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On  the  back,  fair  and  v/orthy  note, 
At  large  was  Magna  Chart  a  wrote, 
But  turn- your  eye  within,  and  read, 

A  bitter  leffon,  N 's  Creed. 

Ready,  e'en  with  a  look,   to  run, 

Faft  as  the  courfers  of  the  Sun,. 

To  worry  Virtue,  at  her  hand 

Two  half-ftarv'd  Greyhounds  took  their  ftand ;, 

A  curious  model,  cut  in  wood, 

Of  a  moft  antient  Caftle  flood 

Full  in  her  view  ;  the  gates  were  barr'd-, 

And  Soldiers  on  the  watch  kept  guard ; 

In  the  Front,  openly,  in  Black 

Was  wrote  The  Tow'r,  but  on  the  back, 

Mark'd  with  a  Secretary's  feal, 

In  bloody  Letters,  The  Bastile.. 

Around  a  Table,  fully  bent 
On  mifchief  of  mofl:  black  intent 
Deeply  determind,  that  their  reign 
Might  longer  laft,  to  work  the  bane 
Of  one  firm  Patriot,  whofe  heart,  tied 
To  Honour,  all  their  pow'r  defied, 


And 


T   H   E     D    U    E    L    L    I    S    T.  ^3 

And  brought  thofe  aftions  into  light 
They  wifh'd  to  have  conceal'd  in  Ni^ht. 
Begot,   Born,  Bred  to  infamy, 
A  Privy-Council  fat  of  Three, 
Great  were  their  names,  of  high  repute 
And  favour  thro'  the  land  of  Bute. 

The  First  (entitled  to  the  place 
Of  Honour  both  by  Gown  and  Grace, 
Who  never  let  occafion  flip 
To  take  right  hand  of  fellowfhip, 
And  was  fo  proud,  that  fhould  he  meet 
The  twelve  Apoftles  in  the  ftreet, 
He'd  turn  his  nofe  up  at  them  all, 
And  fhove  his  Saviour  from  the  wall ; 
Who  was  fo  mean  (Meannefs  and  Pride 
Still  go  together  fide  by  fide) 
That  he  would  cringe,  and  creep,  be  civil. 
And  hold  a  ftirrun  for  the  Devil, 
If  in  a  journey  to  his  mind, 
He'd  let  him  mount,  and  ride  behind ; 
Who  bafely  fawn'd  thro'  all  his  life, 
For  Patrons  firfl,   then  for  a  Wifey 
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Wrote  DedicaUo?7s  which  muft  make 

The  heart  of  ev'ry  Chriftian  quake, 

Made  one  Man  equal  to,   or  more 

Than  God,  then  left  him  as  before 

His  God  he  left,   and  drawn  by  Pride, 

Shifted  about  to  t'other  fide) 

Was  by  his  fire  a  Parfon  made. 

Merely  to  give  the  Boy  a  trade, 

But  he  himfelf  was  thereto  drawn 

By  fome  faint  omens  of  the  Lawn, 

And  on  the  truly  Chriftian  plan 

To  make  himfelf  a  Gentleman, 

A  title,   in  which  form  array'd  him, 

Tho'  Fate  ne'er  thought  on't  when  She  made  him. 

The  Oaths  he  took,   'tis  very  true, 
But  took  them,   as  all  wife  men  do. 
With  an  intent,   if  things  (hould  turn, 
Rather  to  temporize,  than  burn. 
Gofpel  and  Loyalty  were  made 
To  ferve  the  purpofes  of  trade. 
Religion's  are  but  paper  tics. 
Which  bind  the  fool,  but  which  the  wife, 


Such 


THE      DUELLIST.  35 

Such  idle  notions  far  above, 
Draw  on  and  off,  juft  like  a  glove; 
All  Gods,  all  Kings  (let  his  great  aim 
Be  anfwer'd)  were  to  him  the  fame. 

A  Curate  firft,  he  read  and  read. 
And  laid  in,   whilfl:  he  fhould  have  fed 
The  fouls  of   his  nesledled  flock. 
Of  reading  luch  a  mighty  flock. 
That  he  o'ercharg'd  the  weary  brain 
With  more  than  Sht  could  well  contain. 
More  than  She  wa<  with  Spirits  fraught 
To  turn,  and  methodize  to  thought, 
And  which,   like  ill-digcftcd  food. 
To  humours  turn'd,   and  not  to  blood. 
Brought  up  to  London,   from  the  plow 
And  Pulpit,   how  to  make  a  bow 
He  try'd  to  learn,   he  grew  polite, 
And  was  the  Poet's  Paraflte. 
With  Wits  converfing  (and  Wits  then 
W^ere  to  be  found  'mongft  Noblemen) 
He  caught,  or  would  have  caught  the  flame, 
And  would  be  nothing,  or  the  fame  j 

He 
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He  drank  with  drunkards,  liv'd  with  Sinners, 
Herded  with  Infidels  for  dinners, 
With  fuch  an  E:nphafis  and  Grace 
Blafphem'd,   that  Potter  kept  not  pace; 
He,  in  the  highefl:  reign  of  noon, 
Bawl'd  bawdry  fongs  to  a  Pfahxi  Tune, 
Liv'd  with  Men  infamous  and  vile. 
Trucked  his  falvation  for  a  fmile, 
To  catch  their  humour  caught  their  plan, 
And  laugh'd  at  God  to  laugh  with  Man, 
Prais'd  them,   when  living,   in  each  breath. 
And  damn'd  their  memories  after  death. 

To  prove  his  Faith,  which  all  admit 
Is  at  leaft  equal  to  his  Wit, 
And  make  himfelf  a  Man  of  note, 
He  in  defence  of  Scripture  wrote  ; 
So  long  he  wrote,  and  long  about  it. 
That  e'en  Believers  'gan  to  doubt  it ; 
He  wrote  too  of  the  inward  light, 
Tho'  no  one  knew  how  he  came  by't, 
And  of  that  influencing  grace. 
Which  in  his  life  ne'er  found  a  place ; 


He 
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He  wrote  too  of  the  Holy  GliofI:, 

Of  whom,   no  more  than  of  a  Port 

He  knew,  nor,  fliould  an  Angel  fhew  him. 

Would  He  or  know,  or  chufe  to  know  him. 

Next  (for  he  knew  'twixt  ev'ry  Science 
There  was  a  natural  alliance) 
He  wrote,  t'advance  his  Maker's  praife, 
Comments  on  rhimes,  and  notes  on  plays, 
And  with  an  all-fufficient  air 
Plac'd  himfelf  in  the  Critic's  chair, 
Ufurp'd  o'er  Reafon  full  dominion, 
And  govern'd  merely  by  opinion. 
At  length  dethron'd,  and  kept  in  awe 
By  one  plain  fimple  Man  of  Law, 
He  arm'd  dead  Friends,  to  Vengeance  true, 
T'abufe  the  Man  they  never  knew. 

Examine  ftridtly  all  mankind, 
Moft  Charaders  are  mix'd  we  find, 
And  Vice  and  Virtue  take  their  turn 
In  the  fame  breaft  to  beat  and  burn. 
Our  Prieft  was  an  exception  here. 
Nor  did  one  fpark  of  grace  appear, 

L  Not 
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Not  one  dull,   dim  fpark  in  his  foul; 
Vice,   glorious  Vice  pofTefs'd  the  whole, 
And,  in  her  fervice  truly  warm, 
Fie  was  in  fin  mofi:  uniform. 

Injurious  Satire^  own  at  leaft 
One  fniveling  Virtue  in  the  Prieft, 
One  fniveling  Virtue  which  is  plac'd, 
They  fay,   in  or  about  the  waift, 
Caird  Chastity  ;   the  Prudifh  Dame 
Knows  it  at  large  by  Virtue's  name. 
To  this  his  Wife  (and  in  thefe  days 
Wives  feldom  without  reafon  praife) 
Bears  evidence— then  calls  her  child, 
And  fwears  that  Tom  was  vaftly  wild. 

Ripen'd  by  a  long  courfe  of  years, 
He  great  and  perfedl  now  appears. 
In  Shape  fcarce  of  the  human  kind  3 
A  Man,  without  a  manly  mind ; 
No  Hufband,   tho'  he's  truly  wed ; 
Tho'  on  his  knees  a  child  is  bred. 
No  Father  ;   injur'd,  without  end 
A  Foe ;  and,  tho'  obKg'd,  no  Friend  ; 
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A  Heart,  vvHbich  Virtue  ne'er  difgrac'd  ; 
A  Head,  where  Learning  runs  to  wafte  ; 
A  Gentleman  well-bred,   if  breeding 
Refts  in  the  article  of  reading ; 
A  Man  of  this  World,   for  the  next 
Was  ne'er  included  in  his  text ; 
A  Judge  of  Genius,   tho'  confeft 
With  not  one  fpark  of  Genius  bleft ; 
Amongft  the  firft  of  Critics  plac'd, 
Tho'  free  from  ev'ry  taint  of  Tafte ; 
A  Chriftian  without  faith  or  works. 
As  he  would  be  a  Turk  'mongfl:  Turks ; 
A  great  Divine,  as  Lords  agree, 
Without  the  leaft  Divinity ; 
To  crown  all,  in  declining  age, 
Enflam'd  with  Church  and  Party-rage, 
Behold  him,   full  and  perfedl  quite, 
A  falfe  Saint,  and  true  Hypocrite. 

Next  fat  a  Lawyer^  often  tried 
In  perilous  extremes ;   when  pride 
And  Pow'r,  all  wild  and  trembling,  flood, 
Nor  dar'd  to  tempt  the  raging  flood  \ 
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This  bold,  bad  Man  arofe  to  view. 

And  gave  his  hand  to  help  them  through, 

SteeFd  'gainft  Companion,   as  they  paft, 

He  fav/  poor  Freedom  breathe  her  laft, 

He  {aw  her  ftruggle,   heard  her  groan, 

He  favv  her  helplefs  and  alone, 

Whelm'd  in  that  ftorm,   which,   fear'd  and  prais'd 

By  flaves  lefs  bold,  himfelf  had  rais'd. 

Bred  to  the  Law,   he  from  the  firft 
Of  all  bad  Lawyers  was  the  worft. 
Perfection  (for  bad  men  maintain 
In  ill  we  may  perfection  gain) 
In  others  is  a  work  of  time. 
And  they  creep  on  from  crime  to  crime, 
He,  for  a  Prodigy  defign'd 
To  fpread  amazement  o'er  mankind, 
Started,   full-ripen'd  all  at  once 
A  Perfed  Knave,  and  Perfedl  Dunce. 

Who  will  for  him  may  boaft  of  Senfe, 
His  better  guard  is  Impudence. 
His  front,   with  ten-fold  plates  of  brafs 
Secur'd,   Shame  never  yet  could  pafs, 
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Nor  on  the  furface  of  his  fkin, 

Blufh  for  that  guilt  which  dwelt  within. 

How  often,  in  contempt  of  Laws, 

To  found  the  bottom  of  a  caufe, 

To  fearch  out  ev'ry  rotten  part, 

And  worm  into  its  very  heart, 

Hath  he  ta'en  briefs  on  falfe  pretence, 

And  undertaken  the  defence 

Of  trufting  Fools,  whom  in  the  end 

He  meant  to  ruin,   not  defend  ? 

How  often,  e'en  in  open  Court, 

Hath  the  wretch  made  his  fhame  his  fport, 

And  laugh' d  off,  with  a  Villain's  eafe, 

Throwing  up  briefs,  and  keeping  fees  ? 

Such  things,  as,  tho'  to  roguery  bred, 

Had  ftruck  a  little  Villain  dead. 

Caufes,  whatever  their  import, 
He  undertakes  to  ferve  a  Court ; 
For  he  by  heart  this  rule  had  got, 
Pow'r  can  effedl,  what  Law  cannot. 

Fools  He  forgives,  but  rogues  he  fears ; 
If  Genius,  yok'd  with  Worth,  appears, 

M  His 
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His  weak  foul  fickens  at  the  fight, 

And  ftrives  to  plunge  th€m  down  in  night». 

So  loud  he  talks,   fo  very  loud. 
He  is  an  Angel  with  the  crowd, 
Whilil:  he  makes  Juftice  hang  her  head, 
And  Judges  turn  from  pale  to  red. 

Bid  all  that  Nature,  on  a  plan 
Moft  intimate,   makes  dear  to  Man, 
All  that  with  grand  and  gen'ral  ties 
Binds  good  and  bad,   the  Fool  and  Wife, 
Knock  at  his  heart ;    They  knock  in  vaiuj. 
No  entrance  there  fuch  Suitors  gain. 
Bid  kneeling  Kings  forfake  the  throne  5 
Bid  at  his  feet  his  Country  groan ; 
Bid  Liberty  ftretch  out  her  hands. 
Religion  plead  her  ftronger  bands  ; 
Bid  Parents,   Children,   Wife,   and  Friends ; 
If  they  come  thwart  his  private  ends, 
Unmov'd  he  hears  the  gen'ral  call. 
And  bravely  tramples  on  them  all. 

Who  will,   for  him,   may  cant  and  whine, 
And  let  weak  Confcience  with  her  line 
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Chalk  out  their  ways  ;   fuch  ftarving  rules 
Are  only  fit  for  coward  fools. 
Fellows  who  credit  what  Priefts  tell. 
And  tremble  at  the  thoughts  of  Hell ; 
His  Spirit  dares  contend  with  Grace, 
And  meets  Damnation  face  to  face. 

Such  was  our  Lawyer  ;   by  his  fide 
In  all  bad  qualities  allied. 
In  all  bad  Counfels,   fat  a  Thirds 
By  birth  a  Lord  ;   O  facred  word ! 
O  word  moft  facred,   whence  Men  get 
A  Privilege  to  run  in  debt, 
Whence  They  at  large  exemption  claim 
From  Satire,  and  her  fervant  Shame  ; 
Whence  They,   depriv'd  of  all  her  force, 
Forbid  bold  Truth  to  hold  her  courfe. 

Confult  his  perfon,   drefs,   and  air. 
He  feems,  which  ftr angers  well  might  fwear. 
The  Mafter,   or  by  Courtefy^ 
The  Captain  of  a  Colliery. 
Look  at  his  vifage,   and  agree 
Half-hang'd  he  feems,  juft  from  the  Tree 

Efcap'd ; 
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Efcap'd ;  a  Rope  may  fometimes  break, 
Or  Men  be  cut  down  by  miftake. 

He  hath  not  Virtue,   (in  the  fchool 
Of  Vice  bred  up)  to  live  by  rule, 
Nor  hath  he  Senfe  (which  none  can  doubt 
Who  know  the  Man)  to  live  without. 
His  life  is  a  continued  fcene 
Of  all  that's  infamous  and  mean ; 
He  knows  not  change,  ynlefs  grown  nice 
And  delicate,   from  vice  to  vice; 
Nature  delign'd  him,  in  a  rage, 
To  be  the  Wharton  of  his  age, 
But,   having  given  all  the  Sin, 
Forgot  to  put  the  Virtues  in. 
To  run  a  horfe,   to  make  a  match, 
To  revel  deep,   to  roar  a  catch, 
To  knock  a  tott'ring  watchman  down, 
To  fweat  a  woman  of  the  Town, 
By  fits  to  keep  the  Peace,   or  break  it, 
In  turn  to  give  a  Pox,   or  take  it. 
He  is,  in  faith,   moft  excellent. 
And  in  the  Word's  moft  full  intent, 
A  true  Choice  Spirit  we  admit ; 
With  Wits  a  Fool,  with  Fools  a  Wit  3 
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Hear  him  but  talk,  and  You  would  fwear 

Obscenity  herfelf  was  there  ; 

And  that  Prophaneness  had  made  choice. 

By  way  of  Trump,   to  ufe  his  Voice; 

That,   in  all  mean  and  low  things  great, 

He  had  been  bred  at  Billingfgate^ 

And  that,  afcending  to  the  earth 

Before  the  Seafon  of  his  birth. 

Blasphemy,   making  way  and  room. 

Had  mark'd  him  in  his  Mother's  womb ; 

Too  honeft  (for  the  worft  of  men 

In  forms  are  honeft  now  and  then) 

Not  to  have,   in  the  ufual  way. 

His  Bills  fent  in ;   Too  great,   to  pay ; 

Too  proud,   to  fpeak  to,  if  he  meets 

The  honeft  Tradefman  whom  he  cheats ; 

Too  infamous  to  have  a  friend. 

Too  bad  for  bad  men  to  commend. 

Or  Good  to  name  ;   beneath  whofe  weight 

Earth  groans ;  who  hath  been  fpar'd  by  Fate 

Only  to  fhew,   on  Mercy's  plan. 

How  far  and  long  God  bears  with  Man. 

N  Such 
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Such  were  the  Three^  who,   mocking  fleep. 
At  Midnight  fat,   in  Counfel  deep. 
Plotting  deftrudion  'gainft  a  head, 
Whofe  Wifdom  could  not  be  milled ; 
Plotting;  deftruclion  'gainft  a  heart. 
Which  ne'er  from  Plonour  would  depart. 

^'   Is  He  not  rank'd  amongft  our  foes  r 
"  Hath  not  his  Spirit  dar'd  oppofe 
''  Our  deareft  meafures,  made  our  name 
''  Stand  forward  on  the  roll  of  fhame? 
*'  Hath  he  not  won  the  vulgar  tribes, 
"   By  fcorning  menaces  and  bribes, 
'^   And  proving,   that  his  darling  caufe 
"  Is  of  their  Liberties  and  Laws 
«'  To  ftand  the  Champion  ?  in  a  wordj. 
*'   Nor  need  one  argument  be  heard 
"   Beyond  this,   to  awake  our  zeal, 
"  To  quicken  our  refolves,  and  fteel 
«'   Our  fteady  fouls  to  bloody  bent, 
^'   (Sure  ruin  to  each  dear  intent, 
"  Each  flatt'ring  hope)  He,   without  fear, 
"  Hath  dar'd  to  make  the  Truth  appear." 
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They  faid,  and,  by  refentment  taught, 
Each  on  revenge  employ'd  his  thought, 
Each,  bent  on  mifchief,   rack'd  his  brain 
To  her  lull  ftretch,   but  rack'd  in  vain ; 
Scheme  after  Scheme  they  brought  to  view;. 
All  were  examin'd,  none  would  do. 
When  Fraud,  with  pleafure  in  her  face,. 
Forth  iffued  from  her  hiding  place>., 
And  at  the  table  where  they  meet, 
Firfl:  having  blefl:  them,   took  her  feat. 
No  trifling  caufe,  my  darling  Boys, 
Your  prefent  thoughts  and  cares  employs  y 
No  common  fnare,  no  random  blow 
Can  work  the  bane  of  fuch  a  Foe, 
By  Nature  cautious  as  he's  Brave, 
To  Honour  only  he's  a  flave ; 
In  that  weak  part  without  defence, 
We  muft  to  Ho?iour  make  pretence ;. 
That  Lure  fhall  to  his  ruin  draw 
The  Wretch,  who  ftands  fecure  in  Law. 
Nor  think  that  I  have  idly  plann'd 
This  full-ripe  fcheme ;   behold  at  hand, 
With  three  months  training  on  his  head. 
An  Inftrument,  whom  I  have  bred. 
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"  Born  of  thefe  bowels,  far  from  light 

"  Of  Virtue's  falfe,   but  glaring  Light, 

''  My  youngeft  Born,  my  dcareft  Joy, 

^'  Aloft  like  myfelf,   my  darling  Boy. 

*'  He,  never  touch'd  with  vile  remorfe, 

"  Rcfolv'd  and  crafty  in  his  courfe, 

"  Shall  work  our  ends,  complete  our  fchemes, 

"  Moft  Mmey  when  moft  He  H.o7iour\  feems ; 

*'  Nor  can  be  found,  at  home,  abroad, 

*'  So  firm  and  full  a  flave  of  Fraud." 

She  faid,  and  from  each  envious  Son 
A  difcontented  Murmur  run 
Around  the  Table ;   All  in  place 
Thought  his  full  praife  their  own  difgrace, 
WondVing  what  Stranger  She  had  got. 
Who  had  one  vice  that  they  had  not. 
"When  ftrait  the  portals  open  flew. 
And,  clad  in  armour,  to  their  view 

M ,  the  Duellifl^  came  forth ; 

All  knew,  and  all  confeft  his  worth, 

All  juflified,   with  fmiles  array'd. 

The  happy  choice  their  Dam  had  made. 

THE  END. 
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FAR  off  (no  matter  whether  Eajl  or  Wejl^ 
A  real  Country,   or  one  made  in  jeft) 
Nor  yet  by  modern  Mandevilles  difgrac'd. 
Nor  by  Map-jobbers  wretchedly  mifplacM, 
There  lies  an  IJland^  neither  great  nor  Imall, 
Which,   for  diftindion  fake,   I  Gotham  call. 

The  Man,  who  finds  an  unknown  Country  out, 
By  giving  it  a  name  acquires,  no  doubt, 

B  A  Gofpel 
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A  Gofpel  title,   tllo'' the  people  there"''      ^  .•~-.-^.-. 

The  pious  Chriflivin  thinks  not  worth  his  care. 
Bar  this  pretence,   and  into  air  is  hurl'd 
The  claim  of  Europe  to  the  Wefiern  JVorld, 

Caft  by  a  tempeft  on  the  favage  coaft. 
Some  roving  Buccaneer  fet  up  a  Poft  ; 
A  Beam,   in  proper  form  tranfverfely  laid,  "" 

Of  his  Redeemer's  Crofs  the  figure  made, 
Of  that  Redeemer,   with  whofe  laws  his  life, 
From  firft  to  laft,   had  been  one  fcene  of  ftrife ; 
His  royal  matter's  name  thereon  engrav'd. 
Without  more  procefs,   the  whole  race  enflav'd, 
Cut  off  that  Charter  they  from  Nature  drew, 
And  made  them  Slaves  to  men  they  never  knew. 

Search  antient  hiftories,   confult  records, 
Under  this  title  the  moft  Chriftian  Lords 
Hold  (thanks  to  Confcience)  more  than  half  the  Ball ; 
Overthrow  this  title,  they  have  none  at  all. 
For  never  yet  might  any  Monarch  dare. 
Who  liv'd  to  Truth,  and  breath'd  a  Chriftian  air, 
Pretend  that  Chrift  (who  came,  we  all  agree, 
To  blefs  his  people,  and  to  fet  them  free) 

To 
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To  make  a  Convert  ever  one  law  gave, 

By  which  Converters  made  him  firft  a  ilave. 

Spite  of  the  glofies  of  a  canting  Prieft, 
Who  talks  of  Charity,   but  means  a  feaft. 
Who  recommends  it  (whilft  he  feems  to  feel 
The  holy  glowings  of  a  real  zeal) 
To  all  his  hearers,  as  a  deed  of  worth, 
To  give  them  heav'n,  v/hom  they  have  robb'd  of  earth, 
Never  fliall  One,   One  truly  honeft  man, 
Who,   blefl:  with  Liberty,  reveres  her  plan, 
Allow  one  moment,  that  a  Savage  Sire 
Could  from  his  wretched  race,  for  childifh  hire, 
By  a  wild  grant,  their  All,  their  Freedom  pafs, 
And  fell  his  Country  for  a  bit  of  glafs. 

Or  grant  this  barh'rous  right,   Let  Spain  and  France, 
In  Slav'ry  bred,  as  purchafers  advance. 
Let  them,  whilft  Confcience  is  at  diftance  hurl'd, 
With  fome  gay  bawble  buy  a  golden  world ; 
An  Englishman,  in  c/jarierd  Freedom  born. 
Shall  fpurn  the  flavifli  merchandize,   fhall  fcorn 
To  take  from  others,   thro'  bafe  private  views, 
What  He  himfelf  would  rather  die,  than  lofe. 

C  Happy 
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Happy  the  Savage  cf  thofe  early  times 
'Ere  Europe's  fons  were  known,  and  Europe's  crimes ! 
Gold,  curfed  Gold  !  ilept  in  the  womb  of  eartri, 
Unfclt  its  mifchiefs,  as  unknown  its  worth  ; 
In  full  Content  he  found  the  trueft  wealth ; 
In  Toil  he  found  Diverfion,  Food,  and  Health ; 
Stranger  to  eafe  and  luxury  of  Courts, 
His  Sports  were  Labour^,  and  his  Labours  Sports ; 
His  Youth  was  hardy,   and  his  Old  Age  green  ; 
Life's  Morn  was  vIgVous,  and  her  Eve  ferene; 
Iwo  rules  he  held,  but  what  were  made  for  ufe ; 
No  Arts  he  learn'd,   nor  ills  which  Arts  produce; 
Falfe  Lights  he  foUow'd,  but  bclicv'd  them  true; 
He  knew  not  much,  but  liv'd  to  what  he  knew. 

Happy,  thrice  happy  7iow  the  Savage  race, 
Since  Europe  took  their  Gold^  and  gave  them  Grace! 
Paftors  file  fends  to  help  them  in  their  need. 
Some  who  can't  write,  with  others  who  can't  read, 
And,  on  fure  grounds  the  Gofpel  Pile  to  rear, 
Sends  Mijfflonary  Felons  ev'ry  Year  ; 
Our  Vices,  with  more  Zeal  than  holy  pray'rs, 
She  teaches  them,  and  in  return  takes  theirs; 

Her 
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Her  rank  OppreiTions  give  them  caufe  to  rife. 

Her  Want  of  Prudence  means,  and  Arms  fupplies, 

Whilft  her  brave  rage,  not  fatisfied  with  life, 

E-ifing  in  blood,   adopts  the  Scalprng- Knife  \ 

Knowledge  She  gives,  enough  to  make  them  know 

How  abjedl  is  their  State,   how  deep  their  Woe ; 

The  ¥/orth  of  Freedom  ft/ongly  She  explains, 

Whilft  She  bows  down,  and  loads  their  necks  with  Chains^ 

Faith  too  fhe  plants,  for  her  own  ends  imoreft, 

To  make  them  bear  the  worft,  and  hope  the  beft  ; 

And  whilft  She  teaches  on  vile  int'reft's  plan. 

As  Laws  of  God,   the  wild  decrets  of  man, 

Like  Pharisees,  of  whom  the  Scriptures  tell, 

She  makes  them  ten  times  more  the  Sons  of  HelL 

But  whither  do  thefe  grave  reflexions  tend? 
Are  they  defign'd  for  any,  or  no  end  ? 
Briefly  but  this — to  prove,   that  by  no  acft 
Which  Nature  made,  that  by  no  equal  pad: 
'Twixt  Man  and  Man,  which  might,  if  JuftJce  heard,. 
Stand  good,  that  by  no  benefits  conferr'd. 
Or  purchafe  made,  Europe  in  chains  can  hold 
The  Sons  of  India,  and  her  mines  of  gold. 

Chance 
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Chance  led  her  there  in  an  accurfcd  hour, 

She  faw,  and  made  the  Country  her's  by  pow'r ; 

Nor,  drawn  by  Virtue's  Love  from  Love  of  Fame, 

Shall  my  rafii  Folly  controvert  the  claim, 

Or  vvifli  in  thought  that  title  overthrown, 

V/hich  coincides  with,  and  involves  my  own. 

Europe  difcover'd  India  firft  ;  I  found 
My  ricrht  to  Gotham  on  the  felf-fame  ground  ; 
I  firft  difcover'd  it,   nor  fliall  that  plea 
To  Her  be  granted,  and  denied  to  Me. 
I  plead  Pofftffion,  and  till  one  more  bold. 
Shall  drive  me  out,   Vv^ill  that  Poffeffion  hold. 
With  Europe's  rights  my  kindred  rights  I  twine; 
Hei^s  be  the  Western  World,  be  Gotham  Mineo 

Rejoice,  Ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,   a  mighty  voice, 
The  voice  of  Gladnefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue, 
In  Strains  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung, 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  King ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,   and  fhall  not  Gotham  fing? 


As 
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As  on  a  Day,  a  high  and  holy  Day, 
Let  ev'ry  inftrument  of  Mufic  play, 
Ant  lent  and  Modern  \   Thofe  which  drew  their  birth 
(Pundlilio's  laid  afi.de)  from  Paga7t  earth, 
As  well  as  thofe  by  Chriflian  made  and  Jew^ 
Thofe  known  to  many,   and  thofe  known  to  few ; 
Thofe  which  m.  whim  and  frolic  lightly  float, 
And  thofe  which  fv/ell  the  flow  and  folemn  note ; 
Thofe  which  (whilft  Reafon  ftands  in  wonder  by) 
Make  fome  complexioin  laugh,   and  others  cry ; 
Thofe  which,   by  fome  ftrange  faculty  of  found. 
Can  build  walls  up,  and  raze  them  to  the  ground ; 
Thofe  which  can  tear  up  forefts  by  the  roots. 
And  make  brutes  dance  like  Men,  and  Men  like  brutes; 
Thofe  v/hicli,  whilft  Ridicule  leads  up  the  dance. 
Make  Clowns  of  Monmouth  ape  the  Fops  of  France  ; 
Thofe  which,  where  Lady  Dullness  with  Lord}A\Yov<s 
Prefi-des,   difdainin^  lio-ht  and  trifling  airs. 
Hallow  the  feaft  with  Pfahnody^  and  Thofe 
Which,  planted  in  our  Churches  to  difpofe 
And  lift  the  mind  to  Heaven,   are  difgrac'd 
With  what  a  foppifli  Organift  calls  Tafte, 
All,   from  the  Fiddle  (on  which  ev'ry  Fool, 
The  pert  Son  of  dull  Sire,  difcharg'd  from  School, 

D  Serves 


5  GOTHAM. 

Serves  an  apprcnticefKip  in  College  eafe, 

And  rifes  thro'  the  Gamut  to  degrees) 

To  Thofe  which  (tho'  lefs  common,  not  lefs  fweet) 

From  fam'd  Samt  Gileis,   and  more  fam'd  Fim-Jircety 

(Where  Heav'n,  the  utmoft  wifh  of  man  to  grant, 

Gave  me  an  old  Houfe,   and  an  older  Aunt) 

Thornton,  whilft  Humour  pointed  out  the  road 

To  her  arch  cub,   hath  hitch'd  into  an  ode ; 

All  Inftruments  (attend  Ye  lift'ning  Spheres, 

Attend  Ye  Sons  of  Men,  and  hear  with  ears) 

All  Inftruments  (nor  fhall  they  feek  one  Hand 

Impreft  from  modern  Music's  coxcomi  band) 

All  Inftruments,  felf-aSied^  at  my  name 

Shall  pour  forth  harmony,  and  loud  proclaim, 

Loud  but  yet  fweet,   to  the  according  globe, 

My  praifes,   whilft  ^^  Nature,  in  a  robe, 

A  Coxcomb  DoEiors  robe^   to  the  full  found 

Keeps  time,  like  Boyce,  and  the  World  dances  round, 

Rejoice,  Ye  happy  Gothamites,   rejoice! 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,   a  mighty  voice, 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,   and  on  ev'ry  tongue, 
In  ftrains  of  gratitude,   be  praifes  hung. 
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The  Praifes  of  Co  great  and  good  a  King  ; 

Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  fliall  not  Gotham  fing  ? 

Infancy,   ftraining  backward  from  the  breaft, 
Tetchy  and  wayward,   what  he  loveth  beft 
Refufing  in  his  fits,   whilft  all  the  while 
The  Mother  eyes  the  wrangler  with  a  fmile, 
And  the  fond  Father  fits  on  t'other  fide, 
Laughs  at  his  moods,  and  views  his  fpleen  with  pride, 
Shall  murmur  forth  my  name,   whilft  at  his  hand 
Nurfe  ftands  interpreter,  thro'  Gotham's  land. 

Childhood  who,   like  an  ./^r;7morn,   appears, 
Sunfiiine  and  Rain,   Hopes  clouded  o'er  with  fears, 
Pleas'd  and  difpleas'd  by  ftarts,   in  pafiion  warm. 
In  Reafon  weak,   who,   wrought  into  a  ftorm,, 
Like  to  the  iretiul  bullies  of  the  deep. 
Soon  fpends  his  rage,  and  cries  himfelf  afieep, 
Who,   with  a  fev'rifh  appetite  opprefs'd. 
For  trifles  fighs,   but  hates  them  when  poflTefs'd, 
His  trembling  lafh  fufpended  in  the  air, 
Plaif-bcnt,   and  ftroking  back  his  long,   lank  hair, 
Shall  to  his  mates  look  up  with  eager  glee, 
And  let  his  Top  go  down  to  prate  of  Me. 

Youth 
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Youth,  v/ho  fierce,   fickle,   infolent,   and  vain, 
Impatient  urges  on  to  Manhood's  reign, 
Impatient  urges  on,   yet,  with  a  caft 
Of  dear  regard,   looks  back  on  Childhood  paft, 
In  the  mid-chafe^  when  the  hot  blood  runs  high, 
And  the  quick  fpirits  mount  into  his  eye, 
V/hen  Pleafure,   which  he  deems  his  greateft  wealth, 
Beats  in  his  heart,   and  paints  his  cheeks  with  health, 
When  the  chaf'd  Steed  tugs  proudly  at  the  rein. 
And,   'ere  he  ftarts,  hath  run  o'er  half  the  plain, 
When,  wing'd  with  fear,   the  Stag  flies  full  in  view, 
And  in  full  cry  the  eager  hounds  purfue, 
Shall  fliout  my  praife  to  hills  which  fhout  again. 
And  e'en  tlie  Huntfman  ftop  to  cry  Ame?i. 

Manhood,  of  form  erecPc,  who  would  not  bow 
Tho'  Worlds  fhould  crack  around  him  ;   on  his  brow 
Wisdom  ferene,   to  Paffion  giving  law, 
Befpeaking  Love,   and  yet  commanding  Awe  \ 
Dignity  into  Grace  by  Mildnefs  wrought; 
Courage  attemper'd  and  refin'd  by  Thought; 
Virtue  fupreme  enthron'd  ;   within  his  breaft 
The  Image  of  his  Maker  deep  imprefs'd ; 

Lord 
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Lord  of  this  Earth,  which  trembles  at  his  Nod, 
With  Reafon  blefs'd,   and  only  lefs  than  God ; 
Manhood,   tho'  weeping  Beauty  kneels  for  aid, 
Tho'  Honour  calls  in  Danger's  form  array'd, 
Tho',  cloath'd  with  fackcloth,   Juflice  in  the  gates. 
By  wicked  Elders  chain'd,   Redemption  waits. 
Manhood  fhall  fteal  an  hour,   a  little  hour, 
(Is't  not  a  little  One?)  to  hail  my  pow'r. 

Old-Age,   '2ifeco7td  Child^   by  Nature  curs'd 
With  more  and  greater  evils  than  the  flrft. 
Weak,   fickly,   full  of  pains ;   in  ev'ry  breath 
Railing  at  life,   and  yet  afraid  of  death  ; 
Putting  things  off,   with  fage  and  folemn  air. 
From  day  to  day,  without  one  day  to  fpare  ; 
Without  enjoyment,   covetous  of  pelf, 
Tircfome  to  friends,   and  tirefome  to  himfelf, 
His  faculties  impair'd,   his  temper  four'd. 
His  memory  of  recent  things  devour'd 
E'en  with  the  a6ling,   on  his  fliatter'd  brain 
Tho'  the  falfe  Regifters  of  Youth  remain ; 
From  morn  to  evening  babbling  forth  vain  praife 
0f  thofe  rare  men,  who  liv'd  in  thofe  rare  days 

E  When 
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When  He,   the  Hero  of  his  tale,  was  Young, 
Dull  Repetitions  faltVing  on  his  tongue, 
Praifing  gray  hairs,   fure  mark  of  Wifdom's  fvvay. 
E'en  whilft  he  curfes  time  which  made  him  gray, 
Scoffing  at  Youth,   e'en  whilft  he  would  afford 
All,   but  his  gold,   to  have  his  Youth  reftor'd, 
Shall  for  a  momicnt,   from  himfelf  fct  free, 
Lean  on  his  Crutch,   and  pipe  forth  praife  to  Me, 

Rejoice,   Ye  happy  Gothamites,   rejoice  ; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,   a  mighty  voice, 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,   and  on  ev'ry  tongue, 
In  ftrains  of  gratitude,   be  praifes  hung. 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  King ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  fhall  not  Gotham  fing? 

Things  without  life  fhall  in  this  Chorus  join. 
And,   dumb  to  others'  praife,   be  loud  in  mine. 

The  S?iow-d?^op^  v/ho,   in  habit  white  and  plain, 
Comes  on,  the  Herald  of  fair  Flora's  train  ; 
The  Coxcomb  Crocus^  flow'r  of  fimple  note, 
VvHio  by  her  fide  ftruts  in  a  Herald\  coat  3 

The 
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The  Tulips   idly  glaring  to  the  view, 
Who,   tho'  no  Clown,   his  birth  from  Holland  drew, 
Who,  once  full  drefs'd,   fears  from  his  place  to  ftir, 
The  Fop  of  flow'rs,  the  More  of  a  Parterre  ; 
The  Wood-bine^  who  her  Elm  in  marriage  meets, 
And  brings  her  dowry  in  furroimding  fweets ; 
The  Lilly ^   filver  Miftrefs  of  the  vale. 
The  Rofe  of  Sharon  Vv^hich  perfumes  the  gale  ; 
The  yejfamine^  with  which  the  Queen  of  flow'rs 
To  charm  her  God  adorns  his  fav'rite  bow'rs. 
Which  Brides,   by  the  plain  hand  of  neatnefs  dreft, 
Unenvied  rival,   wear  upon  their  breaft. 
Sweet  as  the  incenfe  of  the  Morn,   and  chaile 
As  the  pure  Zone,  which  circles  Dian's  waift; 
All  flow'rs,   of  various  names,   and  various  forms. 
Which  the  Sun  into  flrength  and  beauty  v/arms. 
From  the  dwarf  Daify^  which,   like  infants,   clings. 
And  fears  to  leave  the  earth  from  whence  it  fprings, 
To  the  proud  Giant  of  the  garden  race, 
Who,   madly  rufliing  to  the  Sun's  embrace, 
O'ertops  her  fellows  v/ith  afpiring  aim. 
Demands  his  v/edded  Love,   and  bears  his  name  ; 
Ml,   One  and  All,   fhall  in  this  Chorus  join, 
•  i.K   dumb  to  others'  praife,   be  loud  in  mine. 

Rejoice, 
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Rejoice,   Ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice, 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue. 
In  firains  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung, 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  King ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  fhall  not  Gotham  fing? 

Forming  a  gloom,  thro'  which  to  fpleen-ftriick  minds 
Religion,  horror-ftamp'd,  a  pafiage  finds. 
The  Ivj  crawling  o'er  the  hallow'd  cell. 
Where  feme  old  Hermit's  wont  his  beads  to  tell 
By  day,  by  night ;   the  Myrtle  ever-green, 
Beneath  whofe  fhade  Love  holds  his  rites  unfeen  ^ 
The  Willow  weeping  o'er  the  fatal  wave. 
Where  many  a  Lover  finds  a  watry  grave ; 
The  Cyprefs  facred  held,  when  Lovers  mourn 
Their  true  Love  fnatch'd  away  ;  the  Laurel  v/oruj 
By  Poets  in  old  time,  but  deftin'd  now 
In  grief  to  wither  on  a  Whitehead's  brow; 
The  ivg-,   v/hich,  large  as  what  in  India  grows, 
Itfelf  a  Grove,  gave  our  firft  Parents  cloaths ; 
The  VinCy  which,  like  a  blufliing  new-made  Bride, 
Cluft'ring,  empurples  all  the  Mountain's  fide; 

The 
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The  Tew^  which,  in  the  place  of  fculptur'd  ftone^, 

Marks  out  the  refting-place  of  men. unknown;  ^• 

The  hedge-row  Elm^  the  Pi?ie  oP  mountain  race;: 

The  Fir^  the  Scotch  Fir^  never  out  of  place; 

The  Cedar y  whofe  top  mates  the  higheft  cloud,, 

Whilft  his  old  Father  Lebanon  grows  proud 

Of  fuch  a  child,  and  his  vafl  Body  laid 

Out  many  a  mile,  enjoys  the  filial  fhade ; 

The  Oak^  when  living,  monarch  of  the  wood  ; 

The  English  Oak^  which,  dead,  commands  the  flood ; 

All,  One  and  All,  fhall  in  this  Chorus  join, 

And,  dumb  to  others'  praife,  be  loud  in  mine. 

Rejoice,  Ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice ; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice. 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue. 
In  ftrains  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung, 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  King ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  fliall  not  Gotham  fing. 

The  Showrsy  which  make  the  young  hills,  like  young 
Lambs, 
Bound  and  rebound,  the  old  Hills,  like  old  Rams, 

F  Unwieldy, 
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Unwieldy,  jump  for  joy ;   the  Strea^ns^  which  glide, 
Whilft  Plenty  marches  fmiling  by  their  fide, 
And  from  their  bofom  rifing  Commerce  fprings; 
The  JVi?ids^   which  rife  with  healing  on  their  wings, 
Before  whofe  cleanfing  breath  Contagion  flies ; 
The  Sim^   who,  travelling  in  Eaflern  fkies, 
Frcfh,   full  of  flrength,  juft  rifen  from  his  bed, 
Tho'  in  Jove's  paftures  they  were  born  and  bred. 
With  voice  and  whip,   can  fcarce  make  his  fteeds  ftir, 
Step  by  Step,  up  the  perpendicular ; 
Who,   at  the  hour  of  Eve,  panting  for  reft, 
Rolls  on  amain,   and  gallops  down  the  Weft,    ''^'■ 
As  faft  as  Jehu,   oil'd  for  Arab's  fin, 
Drove  for  a  crown,   or  Poft-Boys  for  an  Inn  ; 
The  Moon^  who  holds  o'er  night  her  filver  reign, 
Rco-ent  of  tides,  and  Miftrefs  of  the  Brain, 
Who  to  her  Sons,   thofe  Sons  who  own  her  pow'r, 
And  do  her  homage  at  the  midnight  hour, 
Gives  madnefs  as  a  bleffing,   but  difpenfcs 
Wifdom  to  fools,   and  damns  them  with  their  Senfes ; 
The  Stars,  who,   by  I  know  not  what  ftrange  right, 
Prefide  o'er  mortals  in  their  own  defpite. 
Who  without  Reafon  govern  Thofe,   who  moft 
TIow  truly  judge  from  hence!)  of  Reafon  boaft, 

And, 
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And,   by  fome  mighty  Magic  yet  unknown, 
Our  aclions  guide,  yet  cannot  guide  their  own  ; 
All,   One  and  All,  fhall  in  this  Chorus  join, 
And,  dumb  to  others'  praife,   be  loud  in  Mine. 

Rejoice,   Ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,   a  mighty  voice, 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  evVy  tongue 
In  ftrains  of  gratitude,   be  praifes  hung, 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  King ; 
Shall  Churchill  reio-n,  and  fhall  not  Gotham  jQne  ? 

The  Moment^  Mmute^  Hou7\  Day^  JVeek^  Month^  Tear^ 
Morning  and  Eve^  as  they  in  turn  appear ; 
Mome?its  and  Mmutes  which,  without  a  crime. 
Can't  be  omitted  in  accounts  of  time, 
Or,   if  omitted,   (proof  we  might  afford) 
Worthy  by  Parliaments  to  be  reftor'd ; 
The  Hoiirs^  which  dreft  by  turns  in  black  and  white, 
Ordain'd  as  Handmaids,   wait  on  Day  and  Night ; 
The  Day^   thofc  hours  I  mean,   when  Light  prefides, 
And  Business  in  a  cart  with  Prudence  rides ; 
The  Nighty  thofe  hours  I  mean  with  darknefs  huno-. 
When  Senfe  fpeaks  free,  and  Folly  holds  her  tongue; 
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Tlie  Morn^  when  Nature,  roufing  from  her  ftrife 

With  death-like  fleep,  awakes  to  fecond  life ; 

The  Eve^  when,   as  unequal  to  the  tafk, 

She  mercy  from  her  foe  defcends  to  afk ; 

The  Week^  in  which  Six  days  are  kindly  given 

To  think  of  Earth,  and  One  to  think  of  Heaven ; 

The  Months^  twelve  Sifters,  all  of  diff'rent  hue, 

Tho'  there  appears  in  all  a  likenefs  too, 

Not  fuch  a  likenefs,  as,   thro'  Hayman's  works, 

Dull  Mannerift,  in  Chriftians,  Jews,  and  Turks,, 

Cloys  with  a  famenefs  in  each  female  face, 

But  a  ftrange  Something,  born  of  Art  and  Grace». 

Which  fpeaks  them  All,  to  vary  and  adorn, 

At  diff'rent  times  of  the  fame  Parents  born  ; 

All,   One  and  All,  fhall  in  this  Chorus  join. 

And,  dumb  to  others'  praife,  be  loud  in  Mine, 

Rejoice,   Ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice. 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue, 
In  ftrains  of  gratitude,   be  praifes  hung. 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  King  ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  fhall  not  Gotham  fing? 


Frore 
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Frore  January,  Leader  of  the  year, 
Mincd-pies  m  van,  and  Calves- heads  in  the  rear ; 
Dull  February^  in  whofe  leaden  reign. 
My  Mother  bore  a  bard  without  a  brain  ; 
March  various,  fierce,  and  wild,  with  wind-crack'd  cheeks, 
By  wilder  Welchmen  led,  and  crown'd  with  leeks ! 
April  with  fools,  and  May  with  baftards  bleft ; 
June  with  White  Rofes  on  her  rebel  breaft- 
July,  to  whom,  the  Dog-Star  in  her  train, 
Samt  James  gives  oyfters,  and  Saint  Swithin  rain  ; 
August,  who,  banifliM  from  her  Smithfield  ftand, 
To  Chelfea  flies,  with  Dogget  in  her  hand  • 
September,  when  by  Cuftom  (right  divine) 
Gt^{z  are  ordain'd  to  bleed  at  Michael's  £n:Ai\i: 
Whilft  the  Pricft,   not  fo  full  of  grace  as  wit 
Falls  to,  unbkfs'd,  nor  gives  the  Saint  a  bit; 
October,  who  the  caufe  of  Freedom  join*d. 
And  gave  2ifecond  George  to  blefs  mankind  • 
November,  who  at  once  to  grace  our  earth 
Sai?2t  Andrew  boafts,  and  our  Augusta's  birth* 
December,  laft  of  Months,   but  bed,   who  gave 
A  Christ  to  Man,  a  Saviour  to  the  Slave, 
Whilft,  falfely  grateful,  Man,  at  the  full  feaft. 
To  do  God  honour,  makes  himfelf  a  beaft; 
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All,   One  and  All,  fliall  in  this  Chorus  join, 
And  dumb  to  others'  praife,  be  loud  in  Mine. 

Rejoice,  Ye  happy  GoTHAMiTEs,  rejoice  j 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice, 
The  voice  of  Gladnefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue, 
In  Strains  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung, 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  King ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,   and  fhall  not  Gotham  fing? 

The  Seafo7ts  as  they  roll;  Spring,  by  her  fide 
Letch^ry  and  Le?2t^  Lay-Folly^  and  Church-Pride^ 
By  a  rank  Monk  to  Copulation  led, 
A  tub  of  fai?7ted  Salt-Fip  on  her  head  ; 
Summer,  in  light,  tranfparent  Gawze  array 'd, 
Like  Maids  of  Honour  at  a  Mafquerade, 
In  bawdry  Gawze,   for  which  our  daughters  leave 
The  Fig,   more  modeft,   firft  brought  up  by  Eve, 
Panting  for  breath,  enflam'd  with  luflful  fires, 
Yet  wanting  ftrength  to  perfcdl  her  defires, 
Leaning  on  Sloth,  who,  fainting  with  the  heat, 
Stops  at  each  ftep,  and  fiumbers  on  his  feet ; 
Autumn,  when  Nature,  who  with  forrow  feels 
Her  dread  foe  Winter  treading  on  her  heels, 
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Makes  up  in  value  what  flie  wants  in  length, 
Exerts  her  pow'rs,  and  puts  forth  all  her  ftrength, 
Bids  Corn  and  Fruits  in  full  perfedion  rife, 
Corn  Fairly  Tax'd,  and  Fruits  without  Excife; 
Winter,  benumbed  with  cold,   no  longer  known 
By  robes  of  Fur,  fince  Furs  became  our  ow?t^ 
A  Haa  who,   loathing  all,   by  all  is  loath'd, 
With  weekly,  daily,  hourly  libels  cloath'd. 
Vile  Faction  ar  her  heels,  who,  mighty  grov/n, 
Would  rule  the  P.uler,   and  foreclofe  the  throne, 
Would  turn  all  Staie-affairs  .nto  a  trade. 
Make  Laws  one  day,   the  next  to  be  Unmade, 
Beggar  at  home  a  People  fear'd  abroad. 
And,  force  defeated^   make  them  Slaves  by  Fraud ; 
All,   One  and  All,   riiull  in  this  Chorus  join. 
And,  dumb  to  others'  praife,   be  loud  in  Mine. 

P.ejoice,  Ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice, 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue, 
In  drains  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung, 
l^he  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  King ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  fliall  not  Gotham  fing? 

The 
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The  Tear,  Grand  Circle,  in  whofe  ample  round 
The  Seafons  regular  and  fix'd  are  bound, 
(Who,   in  his  courfe  repeated  o'er  and  o'er, 
Sees  the  fame  things  which  he  had  feen  before. 
The  fame  Stars  keep  their  Watch,  and  the  fame  Sun 
Runs  in  the  track  where  he  from  firft  hath  run  ; 
The  fame  Moon  rules  the  night,  Tides  ebb  and  flow, 
Ma?i  is  a  Puppet,   and  this  World  a  Show, 
Their  old  dull  follies  old  dull  fools  purfue. 
And  Vice  in  nothing,  but  in  Mode,  is  new. 

He a  Lord  (now  fair  befall  that  Pride, 

He  livd  a  Fillahi,  but  a  Lord  he  died) 
Dashwood  \s  pious,   ^^-^y.'l^^  fix  d  as  fate. 
Sandwich  (thank  Heav'n)  firft  Minifter  of  State, 
And,   tho'  by  Fools  defpis'd,   by  Sai7its  unblefs'd, 
By  Friends  negleded,   and  by  Foes  opprefs'd, 
Scorning  the  fervile  arts  of  each  Court-Elf, 
Founded  on  Honour,  Wilkes  is  ftill  Imnfelf) 
The  Tear,  encircled  with  the  various  train 
Which  waits,  and  fills  the  glories  of  his  reign. 
Shall,   taking  up  this  theme,   in  Chorus  join. 
And,  dumb  to  others'  praife,  be  loud  in  Mine, 
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Rejoice,  Ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice ; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,   a  mighty  voice, 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,   and  on  ev'ry  tongue, 
In  ftrains  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung. 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  King; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  fhall  not  Gotham  fing? 

Thus  far  in  Sport — nor  let  our  Critics  hence, 
Who  fell  out  monthly  trafh,   and  call  it  Senfe, 
Too  lightly  of  our  prefent  labours  deem. 
Or  judge  at  random  of  fo  high  a  Theme ; 
High  is  our  Theme,   and  worthy  are  the  men 
To  feel  the  fharpeft  ftroke  of  Satire's  Pen  ; 
But  v^hen  kind  Time  a  proper  feafon  brings, 
In  ferious  mood  to  treat  of  ferious  things. 
Then  fhall  they  find,   difdaining  idle  play, 
That  I  can  be  as  grave  and  dull  as  They. 

Thus  far  in  Sport—  nor  let  half  Patriots,   (thofe 
Who  fhrink  from  ev'ry  blaft  of  Pow'r  which  blows, 
Who,  with  tame  Cowardice  familiar  grown, 
Would  hear  my  thoughts,   but  fear  to  fpeak  their  own, 
Who,   left  bold  Truths,   to  do  fage  Prudence  fpite. 
Should  burft  the  Portals  of  their  lips  by  night, 
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Tremble  to  truft  themfelves  one  hour  in  fleep,) 
Condemn  our  courfe,   and  hold  our  Caution  cheap. 
When  brave  Occafion  bids,  for  fome  great  end 
When  Honour  calls  the  Poet  as  a  Friend, 
Then  fhall  They  find,   that,   e'en  on  danger's  brink, 
He  dares  to  Speak,  what  they  fcarce  dare  to  Think. 


END    OF    THE    FIRST    BOOK. 
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O  W  much  miftaken  are  the  men,  who  think 

That  all  who  will,  without  reftraint,  may  drink, 

May  largely  drink,  e'en  till  their  bowels  burft. 

Pleading  no  right  but  merely  that  of  thirft, 

At  the  pure  waters  of  the  living  well, 

Befide  whofe  ftreams  the  Muses  love  to  dwell  f 

Verfe  is  with  them  a  knack,  an  idle  toy, 

A  rattle  gilded  o'er,  on  which  a  boy 
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May  play  untanght,  vvhilft,  without  art  or  force, 
Make  it  but  jingle,  Mufick  comes  of  courfe. 

Little  do  fuch  men  know  the  toil,  the  pains^ 
The  daily,  nightly  racking  of  the  brains, 
To  range  the  thoughts,  the  matter  to  digeft, 
To  cull  fit  phrafes,  and  rejedl  the  reft, 
To  know  the  times  when  Humour,  on  the  cheek 
Of  Mirth  may  hold  her  fports,  when  Wit  fhould  fpeak» 
And  when  be  filent ;  v/hen  to  ufe  the  pow'rs 
Of  Ornament,  and  how  to  place  the  flow'rs. 
So  that  they  neither  give  a  tawdry  glare. 
Nor  wafte  their  fvveetnefs  in  the  defart  air ; 
To  form  (which  few  can  do,  and  fcarcely  one,. 
One  Critick  in  an  age  can  find,  when  done) 
To  form  a  plan,  to  ftrike  a  grand  Outline, 
To  fill  it  up,  and  make  the  pidure  fliine 
A  full,  and  perfed:  piece ;  to  make  coy  rime 
Renounce  her  follies,  and  with  fenfe  keep  time, 
To  make  proud  fenfe  againft  her  nature  bend. 
And  wear  the  chains  of  rime,  yet  call  her  friend. 

Some  Fops  there  are,  amongft  the  Scribbling  tribe,.. 
Who  make  it  all  their  bufinefs  to  defcrihe^ 
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No  matter  whether  in,  or  out  of  place ; 

Studious  of  finery,  and  fond  of  lace, 

Alike  they  trim,  as  Coxcomb  Fancy  brings, 

The  rags  of  beggars,  and  the  robes  of  kinr/s.' 

Let  dull  Propriety  in  State  prefide 

O'er  her  dull  children^  Nature  is  their  guide, 

Wild  Nature,  who  at  random  breaks  the  fence 

Of  thofe  tame  drudges  Judgment^  Tajte^  and  Senfey 

Nor  would  forgive  herfelf  the  mighty  crime 

Of  keeping  terms  with  Perfo??^  Place^  and  Time, 

Let  liqtdd  Gold  emblaze  the  Sun  at  noon, 
With  borrow  d  beams  let  SWvqv pale  the  Moon, 
I/Ct  furges  hoarfe  lafh  the  refounding  fliore, 
Let  Streams  Mceandcr^  and  let  Torrents  roar^ 
Let  them  breed  up  the  melancholy  breeze 
Tojigh  imth  jighi7ig.,  fob  with  fobbing  trees ^ 
Let  Vales  embroidery  wear,  let  Flow'rs  be  tijtgd 
With  various  tints^  let  Clouds  be  lacd  ox  f ring  d-^ 
They  have  their  wifli ;   like  idle  monarch  Boys, 
Negledling  things  of  weight,  they  figh  for  toys ; 
Give  them  the  crown,  the  fceptrc,  and  the  robe. 
Who  will  may  take  the  pow'r,  and  rule  the  globe. 


Others 


4  GOTHAM. 

Others  there  are,  who,  in  one  foiemn  pace, 
V/ith  as  much  zeal,  as  Quakers  rail  at  lace, 
Railing  at  needful  Ornament,  depend 
On  Senfe  to  bring  them  to  their  journey's  end. 
They  would  not  (Heav'n  forbid)  their  courfe  delay, 
Nor  for  a  moment  flep  out  of  the  way. 
To  make  the  barren  road  thofe  graces  wear. 
Which  Nature  would,  ifpleas'd,  have  planted  there. 

Vain  Men !  who  blindly  thwarting  Nature's  plan 
Ne'er  find  a  paflage  to  the  heart  of  man; 
Who,  bred  'mongft  fogs  in  Academic  land, 
Scorn  ev'ry  thing  they  do  not  underftand  ; 
Who,  deftitute  of  Humour,  Wit,  and  Tafte, 
Let  all  their  little  knowledge  run  to  wafte, 
And  fruftrate  each  good  purpofe,   whilft  they  wear 
The  robes  of  Learnino;  with  a  floven's  air. 
Tho'  folid  Reas'ning  arms  each  fterling  line, 
Tho'  Truth  declares  aloud,   ^'  This  work  is  mine," 
Vice,  whilft  from  page  to  page  dull  Morals  creep, 
Throws  by  the  book,  and  Virtue  falls  afleep. 

Senfe,  mo'e^  dull^  formal  Senfe,  in  this  gay  town 
Mwft  have  fome  vehicle  to  pafs  her  down, 

Nor 
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Nor  can  She  for  an  hour  enfure  her  reign, 
Unlefs  She  brings  fair  Pleafure  in  her  train. 
Let  Her,  from  day  to  day,  from  year  to  year, 
In  all  her  grave  folemnities  appear, 
And,  with  the  voice  of  trumpets,  thro'  the  ftreets 
Deal  ledures  out  to  ev'ry  one  She  meets. 
Half  who  pafs  by  are  deaf,  and  t'other  half 
Can  hear  indeed,  but  only  hear  to  laugh. 

Quit  then.  Ye  graver  Sons  of  letter'd  Pride, 
Taking  for  once  Experience  as  a  guide. 
Quit  this  grand  Errour,  this  dull  College  mode ; 
Be  your  purfuits  the  fame,  but  change  the  road ; 
Write,  or  at  leaft  appear  to  write  with  eafe, 
And,  if  You  mean  to  profit,  learn  to  pleafe. 

In  vain  for  fuch  niiftakes  they  pardon  claim, 
Becaufe  they  wield  the  pen  in  Virtue's  name. 
Thrice  facred  is  that  Name,  thrice  blefs'd  the  Man 
Who  thinks,  fpeaks,  writes,   and  lives  on  fuch  a  plan ! 
This,  in  himfelf,  himfelf  of  courfe  muft  blefs. 
But  cannot  with  the  world  promote  fuccefs. 
He  may  be  ftrong,  but,  with  effed:  to  fpeak, 
Should  recoiled  his  readers  may  be  weak ; 
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Plain,  rigid  Truths,  which  Saints  with  comfort  bear. 
Will  make  the  Sinner  tremble,  and  defpair. 
True  Virtue  ads  from  Love,  and  the  great  end, 
At  which  She  nobly  aims,  is  to  amend ; 
How  then  do  thofe  miftake,  who  arm  her  laws 
With  rigour  not  their  own,  and  hurt  the  caufe 
They  mean  to  help,  whilfl:  with  a  zealot  rage 
They  make  that  Goddefs,  whom  they'd  have  engage 
Our  deareft  Love,  in  hideous  terrour  rife! 
Such  may  be  honeft,  but  they  can't  be  wife. 

In  her  own  full,  and  perfedt  blaze  of  light, 
Virtue  breaks  forth  too  ftrong  for  human  fight : 
The  dazzled  eye,  that  nice  but  weaker  fenfe. 
Shuts  herfelf  up  in  darknefs  for  defence. 
But,  to  make  ftrong  convidion  deeper  fink, 
To  make  the  callous  feel,  the  thoughtlefs  ihink, 
Like  God  made  Man,  fhe  lays  her  glory  by. 
And  beams  mild  comfort  on  the  ravifli'd  eye. 
In  earneft  moft,  when  moft  fhe  feems  in  jeft, 
She  worms  into,  and  winds  around  the  breaft. 
To  conquer  vice,  of  vice  appears  the  friend, 
And  feems  unlike  herfelf  to  gain  her  end. 
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The  Sons  of  Sin,  to  while  away  the  time 

Which  lingers  on  their  hands,  of  each  black  crime 

To  hufli  the  painful  memory,  and  keep 

The  tyrant  Confcience  in  delufive  fleep, 

Read  on  at  random,  nor  fufpedl  the  dart 

Until  they  find  it  rooted  in  their  heart. 

'Gainft  Vice  they  give  their  vote,  nor  know  at  firft 

That,  curfing  that,  themfelves  too  they  have  curs'd, 

They  fee  not,  till  they  fall  into  the  fnares. 

Deluded  into  Virtue  unawares. 

Thus  the  fhrewd  dodor,  in  the  fpleen-ftruck  mind 

When  pregnant  horrour  fits,  and  broods  o'er  wind, 

Difcarding  drugs,  and  ftriving  how  to  pleafe, 

Lures  on  infenfibly,  by  flow  degrees, 

The  patient  to  thofe  manly  fports,  which  bind 

The  flacken  d  finews,  and  relieve  the  mind  ; 

The  patient  feels  a  change  as  wrought  by  ftealth, 

And  wonders  on  demand  to  find  it  health. 

Some  Few,  whom  Fate  ordain'd  to  deal  in  rimes 
In  other  lands,  and  here  in  other  times, 
Whom,   waiting  at  their  birth,  the  Midwife  Muse 
Sprinkled  all  over  with  Caflalian  dews. 
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To  whom  true  Genius  gave  his  magic  pen, 

Whom  Art  by  juft  degrees  led  up  to  mer, 

Some  Few,  extremes  well-fhunn'd,  have  ilcer'd  between 

Thefe  dang'rous  rocks,   and  held  the  golden  mean. 

Sense  in  their  works  maintains  her  proper  ftate, 

But  never  fleeps,  or  labours  with  her  weight; 

Grace  makes  the  whole  look  elegant,  and  gay, 

But  never  dares  from  Sense  to  run  aftray. 

So  nice  the  Matter's  touch,  fo  great  his  care. 

The  Colours  boldly  glow,  not  idly  glare. 

Mutually  giving,  and  receiving  aid. 

They  fet  each  other  off,  like  light  and  (hade. 

And,  as  by  flealth,  with  fo  much  foftnefs  blend, 

'Tis  hard  to  fay,  where  they  begin,  or  end. 

Both  give  us  charms,  and  neither  gives  offence; 

Sense  perfeds  Grace,  and  Grace  enlivens  Sense.     ■* 

Peace  to  the  Men,  who  thefe  high  honours  claim. 
Health  to  their  fouls,  and  to  their  mem'ries  fame : 
Be  it  my  tafk,  and  no  mean  taik,  to  teach 
A  rev'rence  for  that  worth  I  cannot  reach ; 
Let  me  at  diftance,  with  a  fteady  eye, 
Obferve,   and  mark  their  paffage  to  the  fky. 
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From  envy  free,  applaud  fuch  ridng  worth, 

And  praife  their  heav'n,  tho*  pinion'd  down  to  earth. 

Had  I  the  powV,  I  could  not  have  the  time, 
Whilft  fpirits  flow,  and  Life  is  in  her  prime, 
Without  a  (in  'gainfl:  Pleafure,   to  defign 
A  plan,  to  methodize  each  thought,  each  line 
Highly  to  finifli,  and  make  ev'ry  grace. 
In  itfelf  charming,   take  new  charms  from  place. 
Nothing  of  Books,  and  little  known  of  men, 
When  the  mad  fit  comes  on,   I  feize  the  pen, 
Rough  as  they  run,  the  rapid  thoughts  fet  down, 
Rough  as  they  run,  difcharge  them  on  the  Town. 
Hence  rude,  unfinifh'd  brats,   before  their  time, 
Are  born  into  this  idle  world  of  nme, 
And  the  ^oor JIatter72  Muse  is  brought  to  bed 
With  all  her  imperfections  on  her  head. 
Some^  as  no  life  appears,   no  pulfes  play 
Through  the  dull,  dubious  mafs,  no  breath  makes  way, 
Doubt,  greatly  doubt,  till  for  a  glafs  they  call, 
Whether  the  Child  can  be  baptiz'd  at  all. 
Others,  on  other  grounds,  objedions  frame. 
And,  granting  that  the  child  may  have  a  name, 

D  Doubt 
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Doubt,  as  the  Sex  might  well  a  midwife  pofe, 
Whether  they  fhould  baptize  it,   Vcrfe  or  Profe. 

E'en  what  my  mariers  pleafe ;  Bards,  mild,  meek  men, 
In  love  to  Critics  ftumble  now  and  then. 
Something  I  do  myfelf,  and  fomething  too. 
If  they  can  do  it,  leave  for  them  to  do. 
In  the  fmall  compafs  of  my  carelefs  page 
Critics  may  find  employment  for  an  age ; 
Without  my  blunders  they  were  all  undone  ; 
I  twenty  feed,  where  Mason  can  feed  one. 

When  Satire  ftoops,  unmindful  of  her  fiate, 
To  praife  the  man  I  love,   curfe  him  I  hate ; 
When  Sense,  in  tides  of  paffion  borne  along, 
Sinking  to  profe,  degrades  the  name  of  fong; 
The  Ccnfor  fmiles,  and,   whilft  my  credit  bleeds, 
With  as  high  relifli  on  the  carrion  feeds 
As  the  frouti  Earl  fed  at  a  Turtle  feafl:. 
Who,  turn'd  by  gluttony  to  worfe  than  beaft, 
Eat,  'till  his  bowels  gufh'd  upon  the  floor. 
Yet  ftill  eat  on,  and  dying  calFd  for  more. 

When  laofe  Digression,  like  a  colt  unbroke, 

Spurning  Ccnp:cBkn,  and  her  formal  yoke. 

Bounds 
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Bounds  thro'  the  foreft,   wanders  far  aftray 

From  the  known  path,  and  loves  to  loofe  her  way, 

'Tis  a  full  feaft  to  all  the  mongril  pack 

To  run  the  rambler  down,  and  brinp-  her  back. 

WliQn gay  Description,  Fancy's  fairy  child, 
Wild  without  art,  and  yet  with  pleafure  wild, 
Waking  with  Nature  at  the  morning  hour 
To  the  lark's  call,  walks  o'er  the  op'ning  flow'r 
Which  largely  drank  all  night  of  heav'n's  frefh  dew. 
And,  like  a  Mountain  Nymph  of  Dian's  crew, 
So  lightly  walks,  fhe  not  one  mark  imprints. 
Nor  brufhes  off  the  dews,  nor  foils  the  tints ; 
When  thus  Description  fports,  e'en  at  the  time 
That  Drums  fliould  beat,  and  Cannons  roar  in  rinije, 
Critics  can  live  on  fuch  a  fault  as  that 
From  one  month  to  the  other,  and  grow  fat. 


Ye  mighty  Mo7ithly  Judges,  in  a  dearth 
Of  letter'd  blockheads,  confcious  of  the  worth 
Of  my  materials,  which  againft  your  will 
Oft  You've  confefs'd,  and  fliall  confcfs  itilill. 
Materials  rich,  tho'  rude,  enflam'd  with  Thought, 
Tho'  more  by  Fancy  than  by  Judgment  wrought, 

Tak( 


12 


G     O     T     H     A     M. 


Take,  ufe  them  as  your  own,  a  work  begin, 
Which  fuits  your  Genius  well,  and  weave  them  in, 
Fram'd  for  the  Critic  loom,  with  Critic  art. 
Till  thread  on  thread  depending,   part  on  part. 
Colour  with  Colour  mingling,   Light  with  Shade, 
To  your  dull  tafte  a  formal  work  is  made. 
And,  having  wrought  them  into  one  grand  piece, 
Swear  it  furpaffes  Rome,  and  rivals  Greece. 

Nor  think  this  much,  for  at  one  fingle  word, 
Soon  as  the  mighty  Critic  Fiat\  heard. 
Science  attends  their  call;   their  pow'r  is  own'd^ 
Order  takes  place,  and  Genius  is  dethroned  y 
Letters  dance  into  books,  defiance  hurFd 
At  means,  as  Atom3  danc'd  into  a  world. 

Me  higher  bulinefs  calls,  a  greater  plan, 
Worthy  Man's  whole  employ,  the  good  of  Man^ 
The  good  of  Man  committed  to  my  charge; 
If  idle  Fancy  rambles  forth  at  large, 
Carelefs  of  fuch  a  truft,  thefe  harmlefs  lays 
May  Friendship  envy,  and  may  Folly  praife. 
The  crown  of  Gotham  may  fome  Scot  affume, 
And  vagrant  Stuarts  reign  in  Churchill's  room. 

O  my 
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O  my  poor  People,  O  thou  wretched  Earth, 
To  whofe  dear  love,  tho'  not  engag'd  by  birth. 
My  heart  is  fix'd,  my  fervice  deeply  fworn. 
How  (by  thy  Father  can  that  thought  be  borne. 
For  Monarchs,  would  they  all  but  think  like  me. 
Are  only  Fathers  in  the  befl:  degree) 
How  muft  thy  glories  fade,  in  ev'ry  land 
Thy  name  be  laugh'd  to  fcorn,  thy  mighty  hand 
Be  (horten'd,  and  thy  zeal,  by  foes  confefs'd, 
Blefs'd  in  thy  felf,  to  make  thy  neighbours  blefs'd, 
Be  robb'd  of  vigour,  how  muft  Freedom's  pile, 
The  boaft  of  ages,  which  adorns  the  Ifle 
And  makes  it  great  and  glorious,  fear'd  abroad, 
Happy  at  home,  fecure  from  force  and  fraud, 
How  muft  that  pile,  by  antient  Wifdom  rais'd 
On  a  firm  rock,  by  friends  admir'd  and  prais'd, 
Envy'd  by  foes,  and  wonder'd  at  by  all, 
In  one  fliort  moment  into  ruins  fall. 
Should  any  Slip  of  Stuart's  tyrant  race 
Orbaftard,  or  legitimate,  difgrace 
Thy  royal  feat  of  Empire!  but  what  care 
What  forrow  muft  be  mine,  what  deep  defpair 
And  felf-reproaches,  fliould  that  hated  line 
Admittance  gain  thro'  any  fault  of  mine  ! 

E  Curs'd 
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Curs'd  be  the  caufe  whence  Gotha\*'s  evils  fpring, 
Tho'  that  curs'd  caufe  be  found  in  Gotham's  King. 

Let  War,  with  all  his  needy,  ruffian  band, 
In  pomp  of  horrour,  ftalk  thro'  Gotham's  land 
Knee-deep  in  blood  ;   let  all  her  {lately  tow'rs 
Sink  in  the  duft ;   that  Court,   which  now  is  our's, 
Become  a  den,   where  Beafls  may,  if  they  can, 
A  lodorinor  find,  nor  fear  rebuke  from  Man; 
Where  yellow  harvefts  rife,   be  brambles  found ; 
Where  vines  now  creep,  let  thiftles  curfe  the  ground  ; 
6ry,  in  her  thoufand  Vallies,  be  the  Rills ; 
Barren  the  Cattle,  on  her  thoufand  Hills ; 
Where  Pow'r  is  plac'd,  let  Tygers  prowl  for  prey; 
Where  Juftice  lodges,   let  wild  Affes  bray ; 
Let  Cormorants  in  Churches  make  their  neft, 
And,  on  the  fails  of  Commerce,  Bitterns  reft; 
Be  all,   tho'  princes  in  the  earth  before, 
Her  Merchants  Bankrupts,  and  her  Marts  no  more; 
Much  rather  would  I,  might  the  will  of  Fate 
Give  me  to  chufe,  fee  Gotham's  ruin'd  ftate 
By  ills  on  ills,  thus  to  the  earth  weigh'd  down, 
Than  live  to  fe&a  Stuart  wear  her  crown. 
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Let  Heav'n  in  vengeance  arm  all  Nature's  hoft, 
Thofe  Servants,  who  their  Maker  know,   who  boafl 
Obedience  as  their  glory,  and  fulfill, 
Unqueftion'd,  their  great  Matter's  facred  will. 
Let  raging  Winds  root  up  the  boiling  deep, 
And,   wdth  deftrudlion  big,  o'er  Gotham  fvveep  •  v 

Let  Rains  rufh  down,  till  Faith  with  doubtful  eye 
Looks  for  the  fign  of  Mercy  in  the  iky  ; 
Let  Peftilence  in  all  her  horrours  rife  ; 
Where'er  I  turn,  let  Famine  blafh  my  eyes ; 
Let  the  Earth  yawn,  and,  e're  They've  time  to  think, 
In  the  deep  gulph  let  all  my  fubjedrs  fink 
Before  my  eyes,  whilft  on  the  verge  I  reel ; 
Feeling,  but  as  a  Monarch  ought  to  feel, 
Not  for  myfelf,  but  them,  I'll  kifs  the  rod. 
And,  having  own'd  the  Juftice  of  my  God, 
Myfelf  with  firmncfs  to  the  ruin  give, 
And  die  with  thofe  for  whom  I  wifli'd  to  live. 

This  (but  may  Heav'n's  more  merciful  decrees 
Ne'er  tempt  his  fervant  with  fuch  ills  as  thefe) 
This,   or  my  foul  deceives  me,  I  could  bear ; 
But  that  the  Stuart  race  my  Crown  fliould  wear, 

That 
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That  Crown,  where,  highly  cherifli'd,  Freedom  fhone 

Bright  as  the  glories  of  the  mid-day  Sun, 

Born  and  bred  Slaves,  that  They,  with  proud  mifrule, 

Should  make  brave,  free-born  men,  like  boys  at  fchool, 

To  the  Whip  crouch  and  tremble— O,  that  Thought ! 

The  lab  ring  brain  is  e'en  to  madnefs  brought 

By  the  dread  vifion,  at  the  mere  furmife 

The  thronging  Spirits,  as  in  tumult,  rife, 

My  heart,  as  for  a  paffage,  loudly  beats, 

And,  turn  me  where  I  will,  diftradion  meets. 

O  my  brave  fellows,  great  in  Arts  and  Arms, 
The  wonder  of  the  Earth,  whom  Glory  warms 
To.high  Atchievements,  can  your  Spirits  bend 
Thro'  bafe  controul  (Ye  never  can  defcend 
So  low  by  choice)  to  wear  a  Tyrant's  chain, 
Or  let,  in  Freedom's  feat,  a  Stuart  reign. 
If  Fame,  who  hath  for  ages  far  and  wide 
Spread  in  all  realms,  the  Cowardice,  the  Pride, 
The  Tyranny,  and  Falfehood  of  thofe  Lords, 
Contents  You  not,  fearch  England's  fair  records, 
England,  where  iirft  the  breath  of  Life  I  drew. 
Where,  next  to  Gotham,  my  beft  Love  is  due. 

There 
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There  once  they  riil'd,   tho'  crufh'd  by  V/illiam's  hand. 
They  rule  no  more,  to  curfe  that  happy  land. 

The  Fi?^J}^  who,  from  his  native  foil  remov'd, 
Held  England's  fceptre,  a  tame  Tyrant  prov'd. 
Virtue  he  lack'd,  curf'd  with  thofe  thoughts  which  fpring 
In  fouls  of  vulgar  ftamp,  to  be  a  King  ; 
Spirit  he  had  not,  tho'  he  laugh'd  at  Laws, 
To  play  the  bold-fac'd  Tyrant  with  applaufe; 
On  pradlifes  mofi;  mean  he  raif'd  his  pride, 
And  Craft  oft  gave,   what  Wifdom  oft  denied. 

Ne'er  cou'd  he  feel  how  truly  Man  is  bleft 
In  bleffing  thofe  around  him  \  in  his  breaft. 
Crowded  with  follies,  Honour  found  no  room  ; 
Mark'd  for  a  Coward  in  his  Mother's  Womb, 
He  was  too  proud  without  affronts  to  live, 
Too  timorous  to  punifh  or  forgive. 

To  gain  a  crown,   which  had  in  courfe  of  time, 
By  fair  defcent,  been  his  without  a  crime. 
He  bore  a  Mother's  exile ;   to  fccure 
A  greater  crown,  he  bafely  could  endure 

F  The 
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The  fpilling  of  her  blood  by  foreign  knife, 

Nor  dar'd  revenge  her  death  who  gave  him  Hfe ; 

Nay,  by  fond  fear,  and  fond  ambition  led, 

Struck  hands  with  Thofe  by  whom  her  blood  was  flied. 

Call'd  up  to  Pow'r,  fcarce  warm  on  England's  throne. 
He  fill'd  her  Court  with  be2Q;ars  from  his  own. 
Turn  where  You  would,  the  eye  with  Scots  was  caught, 
Or  E?2gliJJj  knaves  who  would  be  Scotsmen  thought. 
To  vain  cxpence  unbounded  loofe  he  gave, 
The  dupe  of  Minions,  and  of  flaves  the  flave  ; 
On  falfe  pretences  mighty  fums  he  raif 'd, 
And  damn'd  thofe  fenates  rich,  whom,  poor,  he  prais'd  ^ 
From  Empire  thrown,  and  doom'd  to  beg  her  bread. 
On  foreign  bounty  whilft  a  Daughter  fed. 
He  lavifh'd  fums,   for  her  received,  on  Men 
Whofe  names  would  fix  diflioncur  on  my  pen. 

Lies  were  his  Play-things,  Parliaments  his  fport^ 
Book-worms  and  Catamites  engrofs'd  the  Court  ^ 
V^iin  of  the  Scholar,  like  all  Scotsmen  fince 
The  Pedant  Scholar,   he  forgot  the  Prince, 
And,  having  with  fome  trifles  ilor'd  his  brain, 
NVer  learn'd,  or  wifli'd  to  learn  the  arts  to  reign. 

Enough 
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Enough  he  knew  to  make  him  vain  and  proud, 
Mcck'd  by  the  wife,  the  v/onder  of  the  croud ; 
Falfe  Friend,  falfe  Son,  falfc  Father,  and  falfe  Kino; 
Falfe  Wit,  falfe  Statefman,  and  falfe  Qvry  thino-, 
When  He  fhould  ad-,  he  idly  chofe  to  prate. 
And  pamphlets  wrote,  when  he  fhould  fave  the  State. 

Religious,  if  Religion  holds  in  whim, 
To  talk  with  all,  he  let  all  talk  with  him. 
Not  on  God's  honour,  but  his  own  intent^ 
Not  for  Religion  fake,  but  argument ; 
More  vain  if  fome  fly,  artful,  High-Dutch  flave^ 
Or,  from  the  yefuit  fchool,  fome  precious  knave 
Convidion  feigned,,  than  if,  to  Peace  reftor'd 
By  his  full  foldierfliip.   Worlds  hail'd  him  Lord. 

Pow'r  was  his  wifli,  unbounded  as  his  will, 
The  PowV,  without  controul,  of  doing  ill. 
But  what  he  willi'd,  what  he  made  Bifljops  preach. 
And  Statefmen  warrant,  hung  within  his  reach 
\\z  dar'd  not  feizc  ;   Fear  gave,  to  gall  his  pride, 
That  Freedom  to  the  Realm  his  will  denied. 


Of 
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Of  Treaties  fond,  overweening  of  his  parts, 
In  ev'ry  Treaty,  of  his  own  mean  arts 
He  fell  the  dupe;   Peace  was  his  Coward  care, 
E'en  at  a  time  when  Juftice  calFd  for  war; 
His  pen  he'd  draw,  to  prove  his  hick  of  wit. 
But,  rather  than  unilicathe  the  fword,  fubmit  ; 
Truth  fairly  muft  record,  and,  pleas'd  to  nve 
In  league  v/ith  Mercy,   Justice  may  forgive 
Kingdoms  betray'd,  and  Vv'^orlds  refign'd  to  Spain, 
But  never  can  forgivx  a  Raleigh  flain. 

At  length  (with  white  let  Freedom  mark  that  year) 
Not  fear'd  by  thofe,  whom  moll  he  wifli'd  to  fear, 
Not  lov'd  by  thofe,  whom  mofl:  he  wifli'd  to  love, 
He  went  to  anfwer  for  his  faults  above, 
To  anfwer  to  that  God,  from  whom  alone 
He  claim'd  to  hold,  and  to  abufe  the  throne, 
Leavino;  behind,  a  curfe  to  ail  his  line. 
The  bloody  Legacy  cf  Plight  Divine. 

With  many  Virtues  which  a  radiance  fling, 
Round  private  men;   with  few  which  grace  a  King, 
And  fpeak  the  Monarch,    at  that  time  of  life 
When  Paffion  holds  with  Reafon  doubtful  ftrife. 
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Succeeded  Charles,  by  a  mean  Sire  undonej 
Who  envied  virtue,  even  in  a  Son. 

His  Youth  was  froward,  turbulent,  and  wild  ^ , 
He  took  the  Man  up,  e  re  he  left  the  child  j 
His  Soul  was  eager  for  imperial  fway 
E'er  he  had  learn'd  the  leflbn  to  obey. 
Surrounded  by  a  fawning,  flatt'ring  throng, 
Judgment  each  day  grew  weak,   and  Humour  fir  on  (^  ; 
Wifdom  was  treated  as  a  noifome  weed, 
And  all  his  follies  let  to  run  to  feed. 

What  ills  from  fuch  beginnings  needs  mud  fpring ! 
What  ills  to  fuch  a  land,  from  fuch  a  King ! 
What  could  She  hope !  what  had  fhe  not  to  fear  ] 
Bafe  Buckingham  pofiefs'd  his  youthful  ear; 
Strafford  and  Laud,  when  mounted  on  the  throne 
Engrofs'd  his  love,  and  made  him  all  their  own, 
Strafford  and  Laud,  who  boldly  dar'd  avow 
The  trait'rous  dodlrines  taught  by  Tories  now  ; 
Each  ftrove  t'undo  him,  in  his  turn  and  hour, 
The  firft  with  pleafure,  and  the  laft  with  powV. 

G  Thinking 
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Thinking  (vain  thought,  difgraceful  to  the  throne!) 
That  all  Mankind  were  made  for  Kings  alone. 
That  Subjedls  were  but  Slaves,  and  what  was  Whim 
Or  worfe  in  common  men,  was  Law  in  him  ; 
Drunk  with  Prerogative^  which  Fate  decreed 
To  guard  good  Kings,  and  Tyrants  to  miflead^. 
Which,  in  a  fair  proportion,  to  deny 
Allegiance  dares  not,  which  to  hold  too  high 
No  Good  can  wifh,  no  Coward  King  can  darej 
And  held  too  high,  no  EngliJJj  Subjedb  bear ; 
Befiecr'd  by  Men  of  deep  and  fubtle  arts, 
Men  void  of  Principle*  and  damn'd  with  parts. 
Who  faw  his  weaknefs,  made  their  King  their  tool^ 
Then  moft  a  flave,  when  njoft  he  feem'd  to  rule  y^ 
Taking  all  public  fteps  for  private  ends, 
Deceived  by  Favourites,  whom  he  call'd  friends, 
He  had  not  ftrength  enough  of  foul  to  find 
That  Monarchs,  meant  as  bleffings  to  Mankind, 
Sink  their  great  State,  and  {lamp  their  fame  undone. 
When,   what  was  meant  for  all,  they  give  to  One; 
Lift'ning  uxorious,  whilft  a  Woman's  prate, 
Modeird  the  Church,  and  parcell'd  out  the  State, 
Whilft  (in  the  State  not  more  than  Women  read) 
High-Churchmen  preach'd,  and  turn'd  his  pious  head; 

Tutor'd 
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Tutor'd  to  fee  with  minifterlal  eyes ; 
Forbid  to  hear  a  loyal  Nation's  cries ; 
Made  to  believe  (what  can't  a  Fav'rite  do) 
He  heard  a  Nation  hearing  one  or  two ; 
Taught  by  State-Quacks  himfelf  fecure  to  think, 
And  out  of  danger^  e'en  on  danger's  brink; 
Whilft  PowV  was  daily  crumbling  from  his  hand, 
Whilft  murmurs  ran  thro'  an  infulted  land, 
As  if  to  fandion  Tyrants  Heav'n  was  bound, 
He  proudly  fought  the  ruin  which  he  found. 

Twelve  years,  twelve  tedious  and  inglorious  years. 
Did  England,  crufh'd  by  pow'r  and  aw'd  by  fears, 
Whilft  proud  Oppreffion  ftruck  at  Freedom's  root, 
Lament  her  Senates  loft,  her  Hampden  mute. 
Illegal  taxes,   and  oppreiUve  loans. 
In  fpite  cf  all  her  pride,  call'd  forth  her  groans. 
Patience  was  heard  her  griefs  aloud  to  tell, 
And  LfOYALTY  v/as  tempted  to  rebel. 

Each  day  new  adl;s  of  outrage  fliook  the  ftate, 
New  Courts  were  rais'd  to  give  new  Dodrines  weight ; 
State-Inquifitions  kept  the  realm  in  awe, 
And  curs'd  Star-Ckamhcrs  made,  or  rul'd  the  law  ; 

Juries 
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Juries  were  pack'd,  and  Judges  were  unfound ; 
Thro'  the  whole  kingdom  not  one  Pratt  was  found* 

From  the  firft  moments  of  his  giddy  youth 
He  hated  Senates,  for  They  told  him  Truth. 
At  length  againft  his  will  compelled  to  treat, 
Thofe  whom  he  could  not  fright,   he  ilrove  to  cheat. 
With  bafe  dilTembling  ev'ry  grievance  heard, 
And,  often  giving,  often  broke  his  word. 
O  where  fliall  helplefs  Truth  for  refuge  fly, 
If  Kings,   who  fliould  proted  her,  dare  to  lie? 

Thofe  who,  the  genVal  good  their  real  aim, 
Sought  in  their  Country's  good  their  Monarch's  fame, 
Thofe  who  were  anxious  for  his  fafety,  Thofe 
Who  were  induc'd  by  duty  to  oppofe. 
Their  truth  fufpeded,  and  their  worth  unknown, 
He  held  as  foes,  and  traitors  to  his  throne, 
Nor  found  his  fatal  errour  till  the  hour 
Of  faving  him  was  gone  and  paft,  till  Pow'r 
Had  fhiftcd  hands,   to  blaft  his  haplefs  reign, 
Making  their  Faith,  and  his  Repentance  vain. 


Hence 


*h 


GOTHAM. 

Hence  (be  that  curfe  confin'd  to  Gotham's  foes) 
War,  dread  to  mention.  Civil  War  arofe ; 
All  ads  of  Outrage,  and  all  ads  of  fliame 
Stalled  forth  at  large,  difguis'd  with  Honour's  name; 
Rebellion,  raifing  high  her  bloody  hand, 
Spread  univerfal  havock  thro'  the  land ; 
With  zeal  for  Party,  and  with  Paffion  drunk, 
In  Public  rage  all  private  Love  was  funk. 
Friend  againfl:  Friend,  Brother  gainft  Brother  flood. 
And  the  Son  s  weapon  drank  the  Father's  blood  ; 
Nature,  aghaft,  and  fearful  left  her  reiga 
Should  laft  no  longer,  bled  ia  ev'ry  vein. 

Unhappy  Stuart  \  harffily  tho'  that  name^ 
Grates  on  my  ear,  I  fhould  have  died  with  fhame^. 
To  fee  my  King  before  his  fubjeds  ftand,.. 
And  at  their  bar  hold  up  his  royal  hand. 
At  their  commands  to  hear  the  monarch  plead, 
By  their  decrees  to  fee  that  Monarch  bleed. 
What  tho'  thy  faults  were  many,  and  were  great^ 
What  tho'  they  fhook  the  bafis  of  the  ftate, 
In  Royalty  fecure  thy  Perfon  flood, 
And  facred  was  the  fountain  of  thy  blood, 
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Vile  MiniflcrSj  who  dar'd  abufe  their  truft, 

Who  dar'd  fediice  a  King  to  be  unjuft, 

Vengeance,  with  Juflice  leagued,  with  powV  made  ftrong. 

Had  noblv  cruili'd  :   the  Ki?iz  could  do  no  wrong;. 

Yet  grieve  not,  Charles,  nor  thy  hard  fortunes  blame; 
They  took  thy  life,  but  they  fecur'd  thy  fame. 
Their  greater  crimes  made  thine  like  fpecks  appear. 
From  which  the  Sun  in  glory  is  not  clear. 
Had'ft  Thou  in  peace  and  years  refign'd  thy  breath 
At  Nature's  call,  had'ft  Thou  laid  down  in  death 
As  in  a  fleep,  thy  name,  by  Juflice  borne 
On  the  four  winds,  had  been  in  pieces  torne. 
Pity,  the  Virtue  of  a  genVous  foul, 
Sometimes  the  Vice,  hath  made  thy  mem'ry  whole. 
Misfortunes  gave,  what  Virtue  could  not  give, 
And  bade,  the  Tyrant  flain,  the  Martyr  live. 

Ye  princes  of  the  Earth,  ye  mighty  few, 
Who,  worlds  fubduing,  can't  yourfelves  fubdue, 
Who,  goodnefs  fcorn'd,  wifh  only  to  be  great, 
Vv^hofc  breath  is  blafcing,  and  whofe  voice  is  fate. 
Who  own  no  law,  no  reafon  but  your  will. 
And  fcorn  reftraint,  tho'  'tis  from  doing  ill, 
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Who  of  all  paffions  groan  beneath  the  vvorll, 
Then  only  blefs'd  when  they  make  others  curft; 
Think  not,  for  wrongs  like  thefe  unfcourg  d  to  live; 
Long  may  Ye  fm,  and  long  may  Hea/n  forgive; 
But,  when  Ye  leaft  exped:,  in  forrow's  day, 
Vengeance  fhall  fall  more  heavy  for  delay; 
Nor  think  that  Vengeance  heap'd  on  you  alone 
Shall  (poor  amends)  for  injured  worlds  atone; 
No;  like  fome  bafe  diftemper,  which  remains, 
Tranfmitted  from  the  tainted  Father's  vdns, 
In  the  Son's  blood,  fuch  broad  and  gen'ral  crimes 
Shall  call  down  Vengeance  e'en  to  latefl:  times, 
Call  Vengeance  down  on  all  who  bear  your  name, 
And  make  their  portion  bitternefs  and  fhame. 

From  land  to  land  for  years  compell'd  to  roam, 
Whilft  Ufurpation  lorded  it  at  home. 
Of  Majefly  unmindful,  forc'd  to  fly, 
Not  daring,  like  a  King,  to  reign,  or  die, 
Recall'd  to  repoflefs  his  lawful  throne 
More  at  his  people's  feeking,  than  his  own. 
Another  Charles  fucceeded  ;  in  the  fchool 
Of  travel  he  had  learn'd  to  play  the  fool, 
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And,  like  pert  pupils  with  dull  Tutors  fent 

To  fl:iame  their  Country  on  the  Continent, 

From  love  of  England  by  long  abfence  wean'd, 

From  ev'ry  Court  he  ev'ry  folly  glean'd, 

And  was,  fo  clofe  do  evil  habits  cling, 

Till  crown'dj  a  Beggar;  and  when  crown'd,  no  King. 

Thofe  grand  and  gen'ral  pow'rs,  which  Heav  n  defign'd 
An  inftance  of  his  mercy  to  Mankind, 
Were  loft,  in  ftorms  of  diffipation  hurhd, 
Nor  would  he  give  one  hour  to  blefs  a  world  ; 
Lighter  than  levity  which  ftrides  the  blaft, 
And,  of  the  prefent  fond,  forgets  the  paft, 
He  chang'd  and  chang'd,  but,  ev'ry  hope  to  curfe^ 
Changed  only  from  one  folly  to  a  worfe ; 
State  he  refign'd  to  thofe  whom  ftate  could  pleafe^ 
Carelefs  of  Majefty,  his  wifh  was  eafe  ; 
Plcafure,  and  Pleafure  only  was  his  aim ; 
Kings  of  lefs  Wit  might  hunt  the  bubble  fame ; 
Dignity,  thro'  his  reign,  was  made  a  fport, 
Nor  dar'd  Decorum  fhew  her  face  at  Court, 
Morality  was  held  a  ftanding  jeft, 
And  Failh  a  neceflary  fraud  at  beft ; 
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Courtiers,  their  monarch  ever  in  their  view, 
Poffefs'd  great  talents,  and  abus'd  them  too  ; 
Whate'er  was  light,  impertinent,  and  vain, 
Whatever  was  loofe,  indecent,  and  profane, 
(So  ripe  vi^as  Folly,  Folly  to  acquit) 
Stood  all  abfolv'd  in  that  poor  bauble,  Wit. 

In  gratitude,  alas  1  but  little  read. 
He  let  his  Father's  fervants  beg  their  bread, 
His  Father's  faithful  fervants,  and  his  own, 
To  place  the  foes  of  both  around  his  throne. 

Bad  counfels  he  embrac'd  thro'  indolence. 
Thro'  love  of  eafe,  and  not  thro'  want  of  fenfe; 
He  faw  them  wrong,  but  rather  let  them  go 
As  right,  than  take  the  pains  to  make  them  fo. 

Women  rul'd  all,  and  Minifters  of  State 
Were  for  commands  at  Toilettes  forc'd  to  wait ; 
Women,  who  have,  as  Monarchs,  grac'd  the  land, 
But  never  govern'd  well  at  Second-hand. 

To  m.ake  all  other  errors  flight  appear, 
In  mem'ry  fix'd,  ftand  Dunkirk  and  Tangier; 
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Ill  niemVy  fix'd  fo  deep,  that  Time  in  vain 
Shall  ftrive  to  wipe  thofe  records  from  the  brain, 

Amboyna  ftands Gods,  that  a  King  could  hold 

In  fuch  high  Eftimate,  vile,  paultry  gold, 

And  of  his  duty  be  fo  carelefs  found. 

That,  when  the  blood  of  Subjeds  from  the  ground 

For  Vengeance  call'd,  he  fhould  rejed:  their  cry, 

And,   brib'd  from  Honour,  lay  his  thunJcii  by. 

Give  Holland  peace,   whilft  English  vidtims  groan'd, 

And  butcher'd  fubjedls  wander  d,  unaton' d! 

O,  dear,  deep  injury  to  England's  fame, 

To  them,  to  us,  to  all!  to  him,  deep  Shame! 

Of  all  the  padions  which  from  frailty  fpring, 

Av'rice  is  that  which  leaft  becomes  a  King, 

To  crown  the  whole,  fcorning  the  public  good, 
Which  thro'  his  reign  he  little  underflood, 
Or  little  heeded,  with  too  narrow  aim 
He  reaffur'd  a  Bigot  Brother's  claim. 
And,  having  made  time-ferving  Senates  bow. 
Suddenly  died,  that  Brother  beft  knew  how. 

No  matter  how—\\<:  flept  amongfl:  the  dead. 
And  James  his  Brother  reigned  in  his  ftead. 
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But  fuch  a  reign — fo  glaring  an  offence 

In  evVy  flep  'gainft  Freedom,  Law,  and  Senfe, 

'Gainft  all  the  rights  of  Nature's  genVal  plan, 

'Gainft  all  which  conftitutes  an  Engliflaman, 

That  the  Relation  would  mere  fidion  fcem. 

The  mock  creation  of  a  Poet's  dream, 

And  the  poor  Bard's  would,  in  this  fceptic  age, 

Appear  as  falfe  as  their  Hiftorian's  page. 

Ambitious  Folly  feiz'd  the  feat  of  Wit, 
Chriftians  were  forc'd  by  Bigots  to  fubmit. 
Pride  without  fenfe,  without  Religion  Zeal, 
Made  daring  inroads  on  the  Common-weal, 
Stern  Perfecution  rais'd  her  iron  rod. 
And  call'd  the  pride  of  Kings,   the  pow'r  of  God, 
Confcience  and  Fame  were  facrific'd  to  Rome, 
And  England  wept  at  Freedom's  facred  tomb. 

Her  Laws  defpis'd,  her  Conftitution  wrenched 
From  its  due,  nat'ral  frame,  her  Rights  retrench'd 
Beyond  a  Coward's  fuff 'ranee,  Confcience  forc'd, 
And  healing  Juftice  from  the  Crown  divorc'd, 
Each  moment  pregnant  with  vile  adls  of  pow'r, 
\i^x  patriot  Bishops  fcntenc'd  to  the  Tow'r, 
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Her  Oxford  (who  yet  loves  the  Stuart  name) 
Branded  with  arbitrary  marks  of  fhame, 
She  wept — but  wept  not  long;  to  arms  flie  flew, 
At  Honour's  call  th'  avenging  fword  She  drew, 
Turn'd  all  her  terrors  on  the  Tyrant's  head, 
And  fent  him  in  defpair  to  beg  his  bread, 
Whilft  fhe  (may  ev'ry  State  in  fuch  diftrefs 
Dare  with  fuch  zeal,  and  meet  with  fuch  fuccefs) 
Whilft  She  (may  Gotham,  fhould  my  abjedt  mind 
Chufe  to  enflave,  rather  than  free  mankind, 
Purfue  her  fteps,  tear  the  proud  Tyrant  down. 
Nor  let  me  wear  if  I  abufe  the  crown) 
Whilft  She  (thro'  ev'ry  age,  in  ev'ry  land. 
Written  in  gold  let  Revolution  ftand) 
Whilft  She,  fecur'd  in  Liberty  and  L,aw^ 
Found  what  She  fought,  a  Saviour  in  Nassau. 
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CAN  the  fond  Mother  from  herfelf  depart, 
Can  {he  forget  the  darling  of  her  heart, 
The  little  darling  whom  fhe  bore  and  bred, 
Nurs'd  on  her  knees,  and  at  her  bofom  fed  ? 
To  whom,  fhe  feem'd  her  ev'ry  thought  to  give, 
And  in  whofe  life  alone,  fhe  feem'd  to  live  ? 
Yes,  from  herfelf,  the  mother  may  depart. 
She  may  forget  the  darling  of  her  heart, 
The  little  darling,  whom  fhe  bore  and  bred, 
Nurs'd  on  her  knees,  and  at  her  bofom  fed, 
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To  whom  flie  feem'd  her  ev'ry  thought  to  give, 
And  in  whofe  life  alone,  fhe  feem'd  to  live; 
But  I  cannot  forget,   whilft  life  remains, 
And  pours  her  current  thro'  thefe  fvvelling  veins, 
Whilft  Mem'ry  offers  up  at  Reafon's  fhrine, 
But  I  cannot  forget,  that  Gotham's  mine. 

Can  the  ftern  Mother,  than  the  brutes  more  wild, 
From  her  difnatur'd  breaft,  tear  her  young  child, 
Flefh  of  her  flefh,  and  of  her  bone  the  bone, 
And  dafh  the  fmiling  babe  againft  a  ftone? 
Yes,  the  ftern  Mother,  than  the  brutes  more  wild, 
From  her  difnatur'd  breaft,   may  tear  her  child ; 
Flefh  of  her  flefh,  and  of  her  bone  the  bone. 
And  dafli  the  fmiling  babe  againft  a  ftone ; 
But  I,   (forbid  it  Hcav'n)  but  I  can  ne'er 
The  love  of  Gotham,  from  this  bofom  tear,. 
Can  ne'er  fo  far  true  Royalty  pervert 
From  its  fair  courfe,  to  do  my  people  hurt. 

With  how  much  eafe,  with  how  much  confidence,. 
As  if,  fuperior  to  each  groffer  fenfe, 
Reafon  had  only,  in  full  pow'r  array'd, 
To  manifeft  her  Will,  and  be  obey'd, 
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Men  make  refolves,  and  pafs  into  decrees 
The  motions  of  the  Mind !  with  how  much  eafe 
In  fuch  refolves,  doth  paflion  make  a  flaw, 
And  bring  to  nothing,  what  was  rais'd  to  law  ? 

In  empire  young,  fcarce  warm  on  Gotham's  throne, 
The  dangers,  and  the  fweets  of  pow'r,  unknown, 
Pleas'd,  tho'  I  fcarce  know  why,  like  fome  young  child, 
Whofe  little  fenfes  each  new  toy  turns  wild. 
How  do  I  hold  fweet  dalliance  with  my  crown, 
And  wanton  with  dominion,  how  lay  down, 
Without  the  fandlion  of  a  precedent. 
Rules  of  moft  large  and  abfolute  extent ; 
Rules,  which  from  fenfe  of  public  virtue  fpring, 
And,  all  at  once,  commence  a  Patriot  King. 

But,  for  the  day  of  tryal  is  at  hand, 
And  the  whole  fortunes  of  a  mighty  land 
Are  flak'd  on  me,  and  all  their  Weal  or  Woe 
Mufl  from  my  Good,  or  Evil  Condud  flow, 
Will  I,  or  can  I,  on  a  fair  review, 
As  I  aflTume  that  name,  deferve  it  too  ? 
Have  I  well  weigh'd  the  great,  the  noble  part 
Tin  now  to  play  ?  Have  I  explor'd  my  Heart, 
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That  labyrinth  of  fraud,   that  deep,   dark  cell. 
Where,   unfufpeded  e'en  by  me,   may  dwell 
Ten  thoufand  follies  ?  Have  I  found  out  there 
What  I  am  fit  to  do,   and  what  to  bear  ? 
Hav^e  I  trac'd  ev'ry  paflion  to  its  rife. 
Nor  fpar'd  one  lurking  feed  of  treach'rous  vice  ? 
Have  I  familiar  wdth  my  nature  grown, 
And  am  I  fairly  to  myfelf  made  known? 

A  Patriot  King — Why  'tis  a  name  which  bears 
The  more  immediate  ftamp  of  Heav'n,  which  wears 
The  neareft,   befl:  refemblance  we  can  fhew 
Of  God  above,   thro'  all  his  works  below. 

To  ftill  the  voice  of  difcord  in  the  land^ 
To  make  weak  faction's  difcontented  band, 
Deteded,  weak,  and  crumbling  to  decay, 
With  hunger  pinch'd,   on  their  own  vitals  prey ; 
Like  brethren,   in  the  felf-fame  int'refts  warm'd. 
Like  diff'rent  bodies,  with  one  foul  inform'd, 
To  make  a  nation,   nobly  rais'd  above 
All  meaner  thoughts,  grow  up  in  common  love ; 
To  crive  the  laws  due  vip;our,  and  to  hold 
That  facred  ballance,  temperate,  yet  bold. 

With 
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With  fuch  an  equal  hand,   that  thofe  who  fear 
May  yet  approve,  and  own  my  juftice  clear ; 
To  be  a  Common  Father,   to  fecure 
The  weak  from  violence,  from  pride  the  poor ; 
Vice,  and  her  fons,   to  banifh  in  difgrace. 
To  make  Corruption  dread  to  fhew  her  face, 
To  bid  afflidled  Virtue  take  new  ftate, 
And  be,  at  laft,  acquainted  with  the  great ; 
Of  all  Religions  to  eled  the  beft. 
Nor  let  her  priefts  be  made  a  ftanding  jeft ; 
Rewards  for  Worth,   with  lib'ral  hand  to  carve, 
To  love  the  Arts,   nor  let  the  Artifts  ftarve ; 
To  make  fair  Plenty  through  the  realm  increafe, 
Give  Fame  in  War,  and  happinefs  in  Peace, 
To  fee  my  people  virtuous,   great  and  free. 
And  know  that  all  thofe  bleffings  flow  from  me, 
O  'tis  a  joy  too  exquilite,   a  thought 
Which  flatters  Nature  more  than  flatt'ry  ouo-ht. 
'Tis  a  great,   glorious  tafk,  for  Man  too  hard. 
But  not  lefs  great,  lefs  glorious  the  reward. 
The  befl  reward  which  here  to  Man  is  giv'n, 
'Tis  more  than  Earth,  and  little  fhort  of  Heav'n ; 
A  tafk  (if  fuch  comparifon  may  be) 
The  fame  in  nature,  diff'ring  in  degree, 
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Like  that  which  God,   on  whom  for  aid  I  call, 
Performs  with  eafe,  and  yet  performs  to  all. 

How  much  do  they  miflake,   how  little  know 
Of  kings,   of  kingdoms,   and  the  pains  which  flow 
From  royalty,   who  fancy  that  a  crown 
Becaufe  it  gliftens,   muft  be  lin'd  with  down. 
With  outfide  fliow,  and  vain  appearance  caught 
They  look  no  farther,  and,   by  Folly  taught. 
Prize  high  the  toys  of  thrones,   but  never  find 
One  of  the  many  cares  which  lurk  behind. 
The  gem  they  worfliip,  which  a  crown  adorns, 
Nor  once  fufped  that  crown  is  lin'd  with  thorns. 
O  might  Refledion  Folly's  place  fupply. 
Would  we  one  moment  ufe  her  piercing  eye. 
Then  fliould  we  learn  what  woe  from  grandeur  fprings, 
And  learn  to  pity,   not  to  envy  kings. 

The  villager,  born  humbly  and  bred  hard, 
Content  his  wealth,   and  Poverty  his  guard, 
In  adlion  fimply  juft,   in  confcience  clear, 
By  guilt  untainted,   undifturb'd  by  fear, 
His  means  but  fcanty,   and  his  wants  but  few, 
Labour  his  bufmefs  and  his  pleafure  too, 
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Enjoys  more  comforts  in  a  fingle  hour, 

Than  ages  give  the  Wretch  condemned  to  Povv'r.  ' 

Caird  up  by  health,   he  rifes  with  the  day, 
And  goes  to  work,  as  if  he  went  to  play, 
Whiftlino;  off  toils,   one  half  of  which  mieht  m.ake 
The  floiUefl  Atlas  of  a  palace  quake; 
'Gainfl:  heat  and  cold,   which  make  us  cowards  faint, 
Harden'd  by  conftant  ufe,  without  complaint 
He  bears,  what  we  fhould  think  it  death  to  bear; 
Short  are  his  meals,  and  homely  is  his  fare ; 
His  thirft  he  flakes  at  fome  pure  neighboring  brook. 
Nor  afks  for  fauce  where  appetite  ftands  cook. 
When  the  dews  fall  and  when  the  Sun  retires 
Behind  the  Mountains,  when  the  village  fires. 
Which,  waken'd  all  at  once,  fpeak  fupper  nigh, 
At  diftance  catch,  and  fix  his  longing  eye, 
Homeward  he  hies,  and  w^ith  his  manly  brood 
Of  raw-bon'd  cubs,  enjoys  that  clean,  coarfe  food, 
Which,  feafon'd  with  Good  Humour,  his  fond  Bride 
'Gainfl:  his  return  is  happy  to  provide. 
Then,  free  from  care,  and  free  from  thought,  he  creeps 
Into  his  ftraw,  and  till  the  morning  flceps. 
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Not  fo  the  King with  anxious  cares  opprefsM, 

His  bofom  labours,   and  admits  not  reft. 

A  crlorious  Wretch,   he  fvveats  beneath  the  Weight 

Of  Majefty,   and  gives  up  eafe  for  ftate. 

E'en  when  his  fmiles,   which,   by  the  fools  of  pride, 

Are  treafar'd  and  preferv'd  from  fide  to  fide 

Fly  round  the  court,   e'en  when,   compell'd  by  form, 

He  feems  moft  calm,   his  foul  is  in  a  fcorm ! 

Care,  like  a  fpeclrc,   feen  by  him  alone. 

With  all  her  neil  of  vipers,   round  his  throne 

By  day  crawls  full  in  view ;   when  Night  bids  fleep, 

Sweet  nurfe  of  Nature,   o'er  the  fenfes  creep, 

When  Mifery  herfelf,   no  more  complains. 

And  flaves,   if  poffible,   forget  their  chains, 

Tho'  his  fenfe  weakens,   tho'  his  eye  grows  dim, 

That  reft  which  comes  to  all,   comes  not  to  him. 

E'en  at  that  hour.   Care,   tyrant  Care,   forbids, 

The  dew  of  fleep  to  fall  upon  his  lids ; 

From  night  to  night  fhe  watches  at  his  bed ; 

Now,   as  one  mop'd,   fits  brooding  o'er  his  head. 

Anon  fhe  ftarts,   and,   borne  on  raven's  wings. 

Croaks  forth  aloud -Sleep  was  not  made  for  kings. 

Thrice 
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Thrice  hath  the  Moon,  who  governs  this  vaft  ball, 
Who  rules  moft  abfolute  o'er  me,  and  all. 
To  whom,   by  full  convidlion  taught  to  bow, 
At  new,  at  full  I  pay  the  duteous  vow, 
Thrice  hath  the  Moon  her  wonted  courfe  purfu'd. 
Thrice  hath  fhe  loft  her  form,  and  thrice  renew'd 
Since  (bleffed  be  that  feafon,   for  before, 
I  was  a  mere,  mere  mortal,   and  no  more, 
One  of  the  herd,   a  lump  of  common  clay, 
Inform'd  with  life,  to  die  and  pafs  away) 
Since  I  became  a  King,  and  Gotham's  throne, 

With  full  and  ample  pow'r,   became  my  own  ; 
Thrice  hath  the  Moon  her  wonted  courfe  purfu'd, 

Thrice  hath  fhe  loft  her  form,   and  thrice  renew'd'. 

Since  Sleep,   kind  Sleep,   who  like  a  friend  fuppliJs 

New  vigour  for  new  toil,   hath  clos'd  thefe  eyes. 

Nor,   if  my  toils  are  anfwer'd  with  fuccefs, 

And  I  am  made  an  inftrument  to  blefs 

The  people  whom  I  love,   fhall  I  repine ; 

Theirs  be  the  benefit,  the  labour  mine. 

Mindful  of  that  high  rank  in  which  I  ftand. 
Of  millions  Lord,  fole  ruler  in  the  land. 

Let 
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Let  mc,   and  Reafon  fliall  her  aid  afford. 

Rule  my  own  fpirit,  of  myfelf:  be  lord. 

With  an  ill  grace  that  monarch  wears  his  crown> 

Who,  flcrn  and  hard  of  nature,  wears  a  frown 

'Gainlt  faults  in  other  men,   yet  all  the  while. 

Meets  his  own  vices  with  a  partial  fmile. 

How  can  a  king  (yet  on  record  we  find 

Such  kings  have  been,  fuch  curfes  of  mankind) 

Enforce  that  law,  'gainft  fome  poor  fubjed:  elf, 

Which  Confcience  tells  him  he  hath  broke  himfelf  ?' 

Can  he  fom.e  petty  rogue  to  Juftice  call 

For  robbincr  one,  when  he  himfelf  robs  all? 

MufI:  not,  unlefs  extinguifh'd,  Confcience  fly 

Into  his  cheek,  and  blafi:  his  fading  eye. 

To  fcourge  th'  oppreffor,  v/hen  the  State,  diflrefs'd- 

And  funk  to  ruin,  is  by  him  opprefs'd  ? 

Againft  himfelf  doth  he  not  fentence  give  ? 

If  one  mufi:  die,  'tother's  not  fit  to  live. 

Weak  is  that  throne,  and  in  itfelf  unfound 
Which  takes  not  folid  virtue  for  its  ground. 
All  envy  pow'r  in  others,  and  complain 
Of  that  which  they  would  perifh  to  obtain* 
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Nor  can  thofe  fpirits,   turbulent  and  bold, 

Not  to  be  aw'd  by  threats,   nor  bought  with  gold, 

Be  hufh'd  to  peace,   but  when  fair,   legal  fway, 

Makes  it  their  real  int'reft  to  obey. 

When  kings,   and  none  but  fools  can  then  rebel, 

Not  lefs  in  Virtue,   than  in  powV  excelL 

Be  that  my  objed:,   that  my  conftant  care, 
And  may  my  Soul's  beft  Wiifhes  centre  there. 
Be  it  my  tafk  to  feek,   nor  feek  in  vain, 
Not  only  how  to  live,   but  how  to  reign, 
And,   to  thofe  Virtues  which  from  Reafon  fpring. 
And  grace  the  Man,  join  thofe  which  grace  the  Kinp-. 

F^'r/  (for  ftria  duty  bids  my  care  extend, 
And  reach  to  all,   who  on  that  care  depend, 
Bids  me  v/ith  fervants  keep  a  fteady  hand. 
And  watch  o'er  all  my  proxies  in  the  land) 
Firjf  (and  that  method  Reafon  fliall  fupport) 
Before  I  look  into,   and  purge  my  Court, 
Before  I  cleanfe  the  ftable  of  the  ftate, 
Let  me  fix  things  which  to  myfelf  relate. 
That  done,   and  all  accounts  well  fettled  here. 
In  Refolution  firm,  in  Honour  clear, 

^  Tremble 
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Tremble  ye  Slaves,  who  dare  abufe  yonr  truff, 
Who  dare  be  Villains,   when  your  King  is  Juft^ 

Are  there,  amongfl:  tliofe  officers  of  State, 
To  whom  our  facred  powV  we  delegate, 
Who  hold  our  Place  and  Office  in  the  Realm, 
Who,  in  our  name  commiffion'd,  guide  the  Helm,. 
Are  there,  who,  trufling  to  our  love  of  eafe, 
Opprefs  our  fubjedls,  wreft  our  juft  decrees,. 
And  make  the  laws,  warp'd  from  their  fair  intent,. 
To  fpeak  a  language  which  they  never  meant, 
Are  there  fuch  Men,  and  can  the  fools  depend 
On  holding  out  in  fafety  to  their  end  ? 
Can  they  fo  much,  from  thoughts  of  danger  free 
Deceive  themfelves,  fo  much  mifdeem  of  me. 
To  think  that  I  will  prove  a  Statefman's  tool. 
And  live  a  firanger  where  I  ought  to  rule  ? 
What,  to  myfelf  and  to  my  State  unjuft. 
Shall  I  from  minifters  take  things  on  truft. 
And,  fmking  low  the  credit  of  my  throne. 
Depend  upon  dependants  of  my  own? 
Shall  I,  moft  certain  fource  of  future  cares, 
Not  ufe  my  Judgment,  but  depend  on  their's  ? 

Shall 
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Shall  I,  true  puppet-like,  be  mock'd  with  State, 
Have  nothing  but  the  Name  of  being  great, 
Attend  at  councils,  which  I  muft  not  weicrh. 
Do,  what  they  bid ;   and  what  they  didate,  fay, 
Enrob'd,  and  hoifted  up  into  my  chair. 
Only  to  be  a  royal  Cypher  there  ? 
Perifli  the  thought — 'tis  Treafon  to  my  throne — 
And  who  but  thinks  it,  could  his  thoughts  be  known, 
Infults  me  more,  than  He,   who,  leagu'd  with  hell. 
Shall  rife  in  arms,  and  'gainft  my  crown  rebell. 

The  wicked  Statefman,   whofe  falfe  heart  purfues 
A  train  of  Guilt,  who  ad:s  with  double  views, 
And  wears  a  double  face,  whofe  bafe  defigns 
Strike  at  his  Monarch's  throne,   who  undermines 
E'en  whilft  he  feems  his  wifhes  to  fupport, 
Who  feizes  all  departments,  packs  a  court. 
Maintains  an  agent  on  the  Judgment  Seat 
To  fcreen  his  crimes,  and  make  his  frauds  complete, 
New  models  armies,  and  around  the  throne 
Will  fuffer  none  but  creatures  of  his  own, 
Confcious  of  fuch  his  bafcnefs,  well  may  try, 
Againft  the  light  to  fliut  his  mafter's  eye, 

To 
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To  keep  hiai  coop'd,  and  far  removed  from  thofe, 
Who,  brave  and  honeft,  dare  his  crimes  difclofe. 
Nor  ever  let  him  in  one  place  appear, 
Where  Truth,  unwelcome  Truth,  may  wound  his  Ear. 

Attempts  like  thefc,  well  v^eigh'd,  themfelves  proclaim, 
And,   whilfl  they  publifli,   baulk  their  Author's  aim. 
Kings  mufl:  be  blind,   into  fuch  fnares  to  run. 
Or  worfe,  with  open  eyes  muft  be  undone. 
The  minifter  of  Honefty  and  Worth, 
Demands  the  Day  to  bring  his  adlions  forth, 
Calls  on  the  Sun  to  fliine  with  fiercer  rays 
And  braves  that  trial  which  muft  end  in  praife. 
None  fly  the  Day,   and  feek  the  fhades  of  Night, 
But  thofe  whofe  adions  cannot  bear  the  Light; 
None  wifli  their  King  in  Ignorance  to  hold. 
But  thofe  who  feel  that  knowledge  muft  unfold 
Their  hidden  Guilt,  and,  that  dark  mift  difpell'd 
By  which  their  places  and  their  lives  are  held, 
Confufion  wait  them,  and,  by  Juftice  led, 
In  vengeance  fall  on  ev'ry  traitor's  head. 


Aware  of  this,  and  caution'd  'gainft  the  pit 
Where  Kings  have  oft  been  loft,  fliall  I  fubmit 
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And  ruft  in  chains  like  thefe  ?  Shall  I  give  way, 

And  whilft  my  helplefs  fubjeds  fall  a  prey 

To  pow'r  abus'd,   in  Ignorance  fit  down, 

Nor  dare  affert  the  honour  of  my  crown  ? 

When  ftern  Rebellion,   (if  that  odious  name 

Juftly  belongs  to  thofe,  whofe  only  aim 

Is  to  preferve  their  Country,  who  oppbfe 

In  honour  leagu'd,   none  but  their  Country's  foes. 

Who  only  feek  their  own,   and  found  their  Caufe 

In  due  regard  for  violated  laws,) 

When  ftern  Rebellion,   who  no  longer  feels, 

Nor  fears  Rebuke,  a  nation  at  her  heels, 

A  nation  up  in  arms,   tho'  ftrong  not  proud, 

Knocks  at  the  Palace  gate,   and,   calling  loud 

For  due  redrefs,   prefents,   from  Truth's  fair  pen, 

A  lift  of  wrongs,   not  to  be  borne  by  men. 

How  muft  that  King  be  humbled,  how  difgrace 

All  that  is  royal,  in  his  name  and  place. 

Who,   thus  call'd  forth  to  anfwer,  can  advance 

No  other  plea  but  that  of  Ignorance  ! 

A  vile  defence,  which,   was  his  All  at  ftake. 

The  meaneft  fubje^l  well  might  blufh  to  make ; 

A  filthy  fource,   from  whence  Shame  ever  fprings ; 

A  Stain  to  all,  but  moft  a  Stain  to  Kines. 
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The  Soul,   with  great  and  manly  feelings  warm'd, 
Pantinnr  for  Knowledge,   refls  not  till  inlorm'd, 
And  fhall  not  I,   fir'd  with  the  glorious  zeal, 
Feel  tliofe  brave  paffions,   which  my  fubjecSls  feel, 
Or  cm  a  juft  excufe  from  Ignorance  flow 
To  IVjc^  wiiofe  firft,  great  duty  is- — To  know. 

Hence  Ignorance— -thy  fettled,  dull,   blank  eye 
Wou'd  hurt  me,  tho'  I  knew  no  reafon  why — 
Hence  Ignorance— thy  flavifh  fliackles  bind 
The  free-born  Soul,   and  lethargy  the  mind— ■ 
Of  thee,   begot  by  Pride,  who  look'd  with  fcorn 
On  ev'ry  meaner  match,  of  thee  was  born 
That  grave  Inflexibility  of  Soul, 
Which  Reafon  can't  convince,  nor  Fear  controul, 
Which  neither  arguments,  nor  pray'rs  can  reach. 

And  nothing  lefs  than  utter  Ruin  teach 

Hence  Ignorance-— hence  to  that  depth  of  Night, 
Where  thou  waft  born,  where  not  one  gleam  of  light 
May  wound  thine  eye — hence  to  fome  dreary  cell 
Where  Monks  with  Superftition  love  to  dwell, 
Or  in  fome  college  foothe  thy  lazy  pride, 
And  with  the  Heads  of  colleges  relide. 

Fit 
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Fit  mate  for  Royalty  thou  caii'fl:  not  be, 
And  if  no  mate  for  kings,   no  mate  for  me. 

Come  Study,  like  a  torrent  fwell'd  with  rains, 
Which,  rufhing  down  the  mountains,  o'er  the  plains 
Spreads  horror  wide,  and  yet,   in  horror  kind, 
Leaves  feeds  of  future  fruitfulnefs  behind. 

Come  Study painful  tho'  thy  courfe  and  flow. 

Thy  real  worth  by  thy  effeds  we  know 

Parent  of  Knowledge,  come not  Thee  I  call, 

Who,  grave  and  dull,   in  college  or  in  hall, 

Dofl  fit,   all  folemn  fad,  and  moping  weigh 

Things,  which  when  found,   thy  labours  can't  repay — 

Nor,  in  one  hand,  fit  emblem  of  thy  trade, 

A  Rod^  in  t'other,   gaudily  array'd 

A  Hornbook^  gilt  and  letter'd,  call  I  Thee, 

Who  dofl:  in  form  prefide  o'er  A,  B,  C 

Nor,    (Siren  tho'  thou  art,  and  thy  ftrange  charms, 
As  'twere  by  magic,  lure  men  to  thy  arms,) 
Do  I  call  Thee,  who  thro'  a  winding  maze, 
A  labyrinth  of  puzzling,  pleafing  ways, 
Doft  lead  us  at  the  laft  to  thofe  rich  plains, 
Where,  in  full  glory,  real  Science  reigns, 
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Fair  tho'  thou  art,  and  lovely  to  mine  eye, 
Tho'  full  rewards  in  thy  poffcffion  lie 
To  crown  Man's  wifli,   and  do  thy  fav'rites  grace, 
Tho'  (was  I  ftation'd  in  an  humbler  place) 
I  could  be  ever  happy  in  thy  light, 
Toil  with  thee  all  the  day,  and  thro'  the  night 
Toil  on  from  watch  to  watch,   bidding  my  eye, 
Fafl:  rivetted  on  Science,  fleep  defy. 
Yet,   (fuch  the  hardfliips  which  from  empire  flov/) 
Muft  I  thy  fweet  fociety  forego, 
And  to  fome  happy  rival's  arms  refign 
Thofe  charms,  which  can  alas !  no  more  be  mine. 

No  more,   from  hour  to  hour,   from  day  to  day. 
Shall  I  purfue  thy  fteps,   and  urge  my  way 
Where  eager  love  of  Science  calls,  no  more 
Attempt  thofe  paths  which  Man  ne'er  trod  before. 
No  more,   the  mountain  fcal'd,   the  defart  croft, 
Lofmg  myfelf,   nor  knowing  I  was  loft. 
Travel  thro'  woods,   thro'  wilds,  from  Morn  to  Night, 
From  Night  to  Morn,  yet  travel  with  delight, 
And  having  found  thee,  lay  me  down  content. 
Own  all  my  toil  well  paid,   my  time  well  fpent. 

Farewell 
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Farewell  ye  Muses  too for  fuch  mean  things 

Muft  not  prefume  to  dwell  with  mighty  Kings 

Farewell  ye  Muses tho'  it  cuts  my  heart 

E'en  to  the  quick,  we  muft  for  ever  part. 

When  the  frefh  Morn  bade  lufty  Nature  wake ; 
When  the  Birds,  fweetly  twitt'ring  thro'  the  brake, 
Tun'd  their  foft  pipes;  when  from  the  neighb'ring bloom, 
Sipping  the  dew,  each  Zephyr  ftole  perfume ; 
When  all  things  with  new  vigour  were  infpir'd. 
And  feem'd  to  fay  they  never  could  be  tir'd ; 
How  often  have  we  ftray'd,  whilft  fportive  Rhime 
Deceiv'd  the  way,   and  clipp'd  the  wings  of  Time, 
O'er  hill,  o'er  dale !   how  often  laugh'd  to  fee, 
Yourfelves  made  vifible  to  none  but  me. 
The  clown,  his  Work  fufpended,   gape  and  ftare. 
And  feem  to  think  that  I  convers'd  with  Air ! 

When  the  Sun,  beating  on  the  parched  foil, 
Seem'd  to  proclaim  an  interval  of  toil. 
When  a  faint  languor  crept  thro'  ev'ry  breaft, 
And  things  moft  us'd  to  labour,  wifh'd  for  reft. 
How  often,  underneath  a  rev'rend  oak. 
Where  fafe,  and  fearlefs  of  the  impious  ftroke 

G  Some 
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Some  facred  Dryad  liv'd,  or  in  fome  grove. 
Where  with  capricious  fingers  Fancy  wove 
Her  fairy  bow'r,  whiljft  Nature  all  the  while 
Look'd  on,  and  view'd  her  mock'ries  with  a  fmile 
Have  we  held  converfe  fweet !  how  often  laid, 
Faft  by  the  Thames,  in  Ham's  infpiring  fhade, 
Amongft  thofe  Poets,  which  make  up  your  train, 
And,   after  death,   pour  forth  the  facred  Strain, 
Have  I,  at  your  command,  in  verfe  grown  grey. 
But  not  impaired,  heard  Dryden  tune  that  lay. 
Which  might  have  draw^n  an  Angel  from  his  fphere, 
And  kept  him  from  his  office  lift'ning  here. 

When  dreary  Night,  with  Morpheus  in  her  train. 
Led  on  by  Silence  to  refume  her  reign. 
With  Darknefs  covering,  as  with  a  robe. 
This  fcene  of  Levity,  blank'd  half  the  globe, 
How  oft',   enchanted  with  your  heav'nly  ftrains. 
Which  ftole  me  from  myfelf,  which  in  foft  chains 
Of  Mufick  bound  my  foul,   how  oft'  have  I, 
Sounds  more  than  human  floating  thro'  the  Sky, 
Attentive  fat,  whilft  Night,  againft  her  Will. 
Tranfported  with  the  harmony,  ftood  flill ! 

How 
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How  oft'  in  raptures,  which  Man  fcarce  could  bear, 
Have  I,  when  gone,  ftill  thought  the  Mufes  there, 
Still  heard  their  Mufic,  and,  as  mute  as  death, 
Sat  all  attention,  drew  in  ev'ry  Breath, 
Left,  breathing  all  too  rudely,  I  fhould  wound, 
And  niarr  that  magic  excellence  of  found  : 
Then,  Senfe  returning  with  return  of  Day, 
Have  chid  the  Night,  which  fled  fo  faft  away. 

Such  my  Purfuits,  and  fuch  my  Joys  of  yore. 
Such  were  my  Mates,  but  now  my  Mates  no  more. 
Plac'd  out  of  Envy's  walk,   (for  Envy  fure 
Would  never  haunt  the  cottage  of  the  Poor, 
Would  never  ftoop  to  wound  my  homefpun  lays) 
With  fome  few  Friends,  and  fome  fmall  fhare  of  Pi 
Beneath  Oppreffion,  undifturb'd  by  Strife, 
In  Peace  I  trod  the  humble  vale  of  Life. 
Farewell  thtfe  fcenes  of  eafe,   this  tranquil  ftate ; 
Welcome  the  troubles  which  on  Empire  wait. 
Light  toys  from  this  day  forth  I  difavow. 
They  pleas'd  me  once,   but  cannot  fuit  me  now; 
To  common  Men  all  common  things  are  free. 
What  honours  them  might  fix  difgrace  on  me. 

Caira 
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Caird  to  a  throne,  and  o'er  a  mighty  land 
Ordain'd  to  rule,  my  head,  my  heart,  my  hand 
Are  all  engrofs'd,  each  private  view  withftood. 
And  tafk'd  to  labour  for  the  Public  Good ; 
Be  this  my  ftudy,   to  this  one  great  end 
May  ev'ry  thought,  may  evVy  adion  tend. 

Let  me  the  page  of  Hiftory  turn  o'er, 
Th'  inftrudive  page,   and  heedfully  explore 
What  faithful  pens  of  former  times  have  wrote 
Of  former  kings ;   what  they  did  worthy  note. 
What  worthy  blame,  and  from  the  facred  to^b 
Where  righteous  Monarchs  fleep,  where  laurels  bloom 
Unhurt  by  Time,  let  me  a  garland  twine. 
Which,  robbing  not  their  Fame,  may  add  to  mine. 

Nor  let  me  with  a  vain  and  idle  eye 
Glance  o'er  thofe  fcenes,  and  in  a  hurry  fly 
Quick  as  a  Poft  which  travels  day  and  night, 
Nor  let  me  dwell  there,   lur'd  by  falfe  delight, 
And,  into  barren  theory  betray'd. 
Forget  that  Monarchs  are  for  adion  made. 
When  am'rous  Spring,  repairing  all  his  charms, 
Calls  Nature  forth  from  hoary  Winter's  arms, 

Where 
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Where,  like  a  Virgin  to  fome  letcher  fold, 

Three  wretched  months,  flie  lay  benumb'd,  and  cold ; 

When  the  weak  Flovv'r,  which,  flirinking  from  the  breath 

Of  the  rude  North,  and,  timorous  of  Death, 

To  its  kind  Mother  Earth  for  fhelter  fled, 

And  on  her  bofom  hid  its  tender  head, 

Peeps  forth  afrefh,  and,  chear'd  by  milder  fkies, 

Bids  in  full  fplendour  all  her  beauties  rife; 

The  Hive  is  up  in  arms — expert  to  teach. 

Nor,  proudly,  to  be  taught  unwilling,  each 

Seems  from  her  fellow  a  new  zeal  to  catch ; 

Strength  in  her  limbs,  and  on  her  wings  difpatch. 

The  Bee  goes  forth;  from  herb  to  herb  fhe  flies. 

From  Flow'r  to  Flow'r,  and  loads  her  lab'rine  thiehs 

With  treafur'd  fweets,  robbing  thofe  Flow'rs,  which  left, 

Find  not  themfelves  made  poorer  by  the  theft. 

Their  fcents  as  lively,  and  their  looks  as  fair. 

As  if  the  pillager  had  not  been  there. 

Ne'er  doth  flie  flit  on  Pleafure's  filken  Wing, 

Ne'er  doth  flie,  loit'ring,   let  the  bloom  of  Spring 

Unrifled  pafs,  and  on  the  downy  breaft 

Of  fome  fair  Flow'r  indulge  untimely  refl:. 

Ne'er  doth  fhe,  drinking  deep  of  thofc  rich  dews 

Which  Chymift  Night  prepar'd,  that^^i^-h  abufe 

H  Due 
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Due  to  the  hive,   and,  felfifli  in  her  toils. 
To  her  own  private  life  convert  the  fpoils. 
Love  of  the  Stock  firft  call'd  her  forth  to  roam, 
And  to  the  Stock  fhe  brings  her  booty  home. 

Be  this  my  Pattern — As  becomes  a  King, 
Let  me  fly  all  abroad  on  Reafon's  wing, 
Let  mine  eye,  like  the  Light'ning,  thro'  the  Earth 
Run  to  and  fro,  nor  let  one  deed  of  Worth, 
In  any  Place  and  Time,  nor  let  one  Man 
Whofe  adions  may  enrich  Dominion's  plan, 
Efcape  my  Note;   be  all,  from  the  firft  day 
Q{  Nature  to  this  hour,  be  all  my  prey. 
From  thofe,  whom  Time  at  the  defire  of  Fame 
Hath  fpar'd,  let  Virtue  catch  an  equal  flame; 
From  thofe,  who  not  in  mercy,  but  in  rage, 
Time  hath  repriev'd  to  damn  from  age  to  age, 
Let  me  take  warning,  leflTon'd  to  diftill, 
And,  imitating  Heav'n,  draw  Good  from  111. 
Nor  let  thefe  great  refearches  in  my  breaft 
A  monument  of  ufelefs  labour  reft, 
No--let  them  fpread — th'  eflfeds  let  Gotham  fliare, 
And  reap  the  harveft  of  their  Monarch's  care, 

Be 
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Be  other  Times,   and  other  Countries  known, 
Only  to  give  frejfh  Blejflings  to  my  own. 

Let  me  (and  may  that  God  to  whom  I  fly, 
On  whom  for  needful  fuccour  I  rely 
In  this  great  Hour,   that  glorious  God  of  Truth, 
Thro'  whom  I  reign,  in  mercy  to  my  youth, 
Affift  my  weaknefs,  and  dired:  me  right, 
From  ev'ry  fpeck  which  hangs  upon  the  Sio-ht, 
Purge  my  mind's  eye,  nor  let  one  cloud  remain 
To  fpread  the  fhades  of  error  o'er  my  Brain) 
Let  Me,   Impartial,   with  unweary'd  thought. 
Try  Men  and  Things ;   let  me,  as  Monarchs  ought, 
Examine  well  on  what  my  Pow'r  depends, 
What  are  the  gen'ral  Principles,   and  Ends 
Of  Government,   how  Empire  firft  began, 
And  wherefore  Man  was  rais'd  to  reign  o'er  Man. 

Let  me  confider,  as  from  one  great  Source 
We  fee  a  thoufand  rivers  take  their  courfe, 
Difpers'd,   and  into  difF'rent  channels  led. 
Yet  by  their  Parent  ftill  fupply'd  and  fed. 
That  Government,   (tho'  branch'd  out  far  and  wide. 
In  various  Modes  to  various  lands  applied) 

Howe'er 
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Howe'er  it  difi'ers  in  its  outward  frame, 
In  the  main  Ground-work's  ev'ry  where  the  fame; 
The  fame  her  view,   tho'  different  her  plan, 
Her  grand  and  gen'ral  view,  the  Good  of  Man. 

Let  me  find  out,  by  Reafon's  facred  beams, 
What  Syftem  in  itfelf  moft  perfed:  feems, 
Mod  worthy  Man,   moft  likely  to  conduce 
To  all  the  purpofes  of  gen'ral  ufe ; 
Let  me  find  too,  where,   by  fair  Reafon  try'd, 
It  fails,  when  to  Particulars  apply'd, 
Why  in  that  mode  all  Nations  do  not  join, 
And,  chiefly,  why  it  cannot  fuit  with  mine. 

Let  me  the  gradual  Rife  of  empires  trace 
'Till  they  feem'd  founded  on  Perfedion's  bafe, 
Then  (for  when  human  things  have  made  their  way 
To  Excellence,   they  haften  to  decay) 
Let  me,  whilft  Obfervation  lends  her  clue. 
Step  by  Step,   to  their  quick  Decline  purfue, 
Enabled  by  a  chain  of  Facls  to  tell 
Not  only  how  they  rofe,   but  how  they  fell. 


Let 
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Let  me  not  only  the  diftempers  know 
Which  in  all  States  from  common  caufes  grow. 
But  likewifc  thofe,   which  by  the  will  of  Fate, 
On  each  peculiar  mode  of  Empire  wait, 
Which  in  its  very  Conftitution  lurk, 
Too  fure  at  laft,   to  do  its  deftin'd  work ; 
Let  me,  forewarn'd,   each  Sign,  each  Syftem  learn, 
That  I  my  people's  danger  may  difcern. 
E'er  'tis  too  late  wi£h'd  Health  to  re-affure 
And,  if  it  can  be  found,  find  out  a  cure. 

Let  me  (tho'  great,  grave  Brethren  of  the  gown. 
Preach  all  Faith  up,  and  preach  all  Reafon  down. 
Making  thofe  jar,  whom  Reafon  meant  to  join, 
And  vefting  in  themfelves  a  right  divine) 
Let  me,   thro'  Reafon's  glafs,   with  fearching  eye, 
Into  the  depth  of  that  Religion  pry. 
Which  Law  hath  fandiion'd ;   let  me  find  out  there 
What's  Form,  what's  Eflence ;   what,  like  vagrant  Air^ 
We  well  may  change ;   and  what,   without  a  crime, 
Cannot  be  chang'd  to  the  laft  Hour  of  Time. 
Nor  let  me  fuiTer  that  outrageous  zeal, 
Which,  without  knowledge,  furious  Bigots  feel, 
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Fair  in  pretence,  tho'  at  the  heart  unfound, 
Thcfe  fep'rate  points  at  random  to  confound. 

The  Times  have  been,  when  priefts  have  dar'd  to  tread> 
Proud  and  infulting,  on  their  Monarch's  head, 
When,   whilft  they  made  ReHgion  a  pretence, 
Out  of  the  World  they  banifh'd  common  fenfe, 
When  fome  foft  King,  too  open  to  deceit, 
Eafy  and  unfufpedling,  join'd  the  cheat, 
Dup'd  by  mock  Piety,  and  gave  his  name 
To  ferve  the  viled:  purpofes  of  ihame. 
Fear  not,   my  People,  w^here  no  caufe  of  fear 
Can  juftly  rife— -Your  King  fecures  you  here, 
Your  King,  v/ho  fcorns  the  haughty  prelate's  nod, 
Nor  deems  the  voice  of  priefts,  the  voice  of  God, 

Let  me  (tho'  Lawyers  may  perhaps  forbid 
Their  Monarch  to  behold  what  they  wifti  hid. 
And,  for  the  purpofes  of  knavifli  gain. 
Would  have  their  trade  a  myftery  remain) 
Let  me,  difdaining  all  fuch  flavifli  awe. 
Dive  to  the  very  bottom  of  the  Law ; 
Let  me  (the  v/eak,  dead  letter  left  behind) 
Search  out  the  Principles,  the  Spirit  find, 
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Till,  from  the  parts,  made  mafter  of  the  whole, 
I  fee  the  GonJlitutio7i\  very  Soul. 

Let  me  (tho'  Statefmen  will  no  doubt  refift, 
And  to  my  eyes  prefent  a  fearful  lift 
Of  men,   whofe  wills  are  oppofite  to  mine, 
Of  men,  great  men,  deter min'd  to  relign) 
Let  me  (with  firmnefs,   which  becomes  a  King, 
Confcious  from  what  a  fource  my  adlions  fpring, 
Determin'd  not  by  worlds  to  be  withftood. 
When  my  grand  object  is  my  Country's  Good) 
Unravel  all  low  Minifterial  fcenes, 
Deftroy  their  jobs,  lay  bare  their  ways  and  means, 
And  track  them  ftep  by  ftep ;   let  me  well  know 
How  Places,  Penlions,   and  Preferments  go, 
Why  Guilt's  provided  for,  when  Worth  is  not, 
And  why  one  Man  of  merit  is  forgot. 
Let  me  in  Peace,  in  War,  Supreme  prelide. 
And  dare  to  know  my  way  without  a  Guide. 

Let  me  (tho'  Dignity,  by  nature  proud. 
Retires  from  view,  andyuWA  behind  a  cloud. 
As  if  the  Sun  flione  with  lefs  pow'rful  ray, 
Lefs  Grace,  lefs  Glory,  fliining  ev'ry  day ; 

Tho' 
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Tlio'  when  flic  comes  forth  into  v.ublic  figbt, 

Unbending  a^  a  Ghoft,   flie  ftalks  upright, 

With  fuch  an  air  vvc  have  often  fcen, 

And  often  laugh'd  at  in  a  tragic  queen, 

Nor,   at  her  prefence,   tho'  bale  Myriads  crook 

The  fupple  knee,   vouchfafes  a  iingle  look. 

Let  me  (all  vain  parade,  all  empty  pride, 

All  terrors  of  Dominion  laid  afide. 

All  ornament,   and  needlefs  helps  of  art. 

All  thofe  big  looks,   which  fpeak  a  little  Heart) 

Know  (which  few  Kings  alas !   have  ever  known) 

How  Affability  becomes  a  Throne, 

Deftroys  all  fear,   bids  Love  with  Rev'rence  live, 

And  gives  thofe  Graces  Pride  can  never  give. 

Let  the  ftern  Tyrant  keep  a  diftant  ftate. 

And,   hating  all  Men,   fear  return  of  Hate, 

Confcious  of  Guilt,  retreat  behind  his  throne, 

Secure  from  all  upbraidings  but  his  own, 

Let  all  my  Subjects  have  accefs  to  Me, 

Be  my  ears  open  as  m.y  heart  is  free ; 

In  full,   fair  tide,   let  Information  flow. 

That  evil  is  half-cur'd,  whofe  caufe  we  know. 


And 
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And  thou,  where  e'er  thou  art,  thou  wretched  Thing, 
Who  art  afraid  to  look  up  to  a  King, 

Lay  by  thy  fears make  but  thy  grievance  plain, 

And,  if  I  not  redrefs  thee,  may  my  Reign 

Clofe  up  that  very  Moment to  prevent 

The  courfe  of  Justice,  from  her  fair  intent, 
In  vain  my  neareft,  dearefl:  friend  fliall  plead. 

In  vain  my  mother  kneel my  foul  may  bleed. 

But  muft  not  change When  Justice  draws  the  dart, 

Tho'  it  is  doom'd  to  pierce  a  FavVite's  Heart, 

'Tis  mine  to  give  it  force,   to  give  it  aim 

J  know  it  Duty,  and  I  feel  it  Fame. 


END    OF    THE    THIRD    BOOK. 
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ENOUGH  of  ABors — let  them  play  the  playV, 
And,  free  from  cenfure,  fret,  fweat,  ftrut,  and  ftare. 
Garrick  abroad,  what  motives  can  engage 
To  wafte  one  couplet  on  a  barren  ftage  ? 
Ungrateful  Garrick  !   when  thefe  tajly  days, 
In  juftice  to  themfelvcs,  allow'd  thee  praife. 
When,  at  thy  bidding,   Senfe,   for  twenty  years, 
Indulg'd  in  laughter,   or  diffolv'd  in  tears, 
When,   in  return  for  labour,  time,   and  health, 
The  Town  had  giv'n  fome  Httle  fhare  of  wealth, 

B  Could^ft 
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Could'fl:  Thou  repine  at  being  Rill  a  flave  ? 

Dar'ft  Thou  prefume  t'enjoy  that  wealth  She  gave  ? 

Could'ft  Thou  repine  at  laws  ordain'd  by  Thofe, 

Whom  nothing  but  thy  merit  made  thy  foes, 

Whom,  too  refin'd  for  honefty  and  trade, 

By  need  made  tradefmen.  Pride  had  Bankrupts  made. 

Whom  Fear  made  Drunkards,   and,   by  modern  rules, 

Whom  Drink  made  Wits,   tho'  Nature  made  them  Fools  ? 

With  Such,   beyond  all  paidon  is  thy  crime. 

In  fuch  a  manner,  and  at  fuch  a  time. 

To  quit  the  ftage,   but  Men  of  real  Senfe 

Who  neither  lightly  give,  nor  take  offence. 

Shall  own  Thee  clear,  or  pafs  an  ad  of  grace 

Since  Thou  hail:  left  a  Powell  in  thy  place. 

Enough  of  Authoj^s — why,  when  Scribblers  fail, 
Miift  other  Scribblers  fpread  the  hateful  tale, 
Why  muft  they  pity,  why  contempt  exprefs, 
And  why  infult  a  Brother  in  diftrefs  ? 
Let  Thofe,  who  boaft  th'  uncommon  gift  of  brains, 
The  Laurel  pluck,  and  wear  it  for  their  pains, 
Frefli  on  their  brows  for  ages  let  It  bloom, 
And,  ages  part,  ftill  flourifli  round  their  tomb. 

Let 
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Let  Thofe,  who  without  Genius  write,  and  write, 
Verfemen  or  Profemen,  all  in  Nature's  fpite, 
The  Pen  laid  down,   their  courfe  of  Folly  run 
In  peace,  unread,   unmention'd,   be  undone. 
Why  fhould  I  tell  to  crofs  the  will  of  fate. 
That  Francis  once  endeavour'd  to  tranflate  ? 
Why^  fweet  Oblivion  winding  round  his  head, 
Should  I  recall  poor  Murphy  from  the  dead  ? 
Why  may  not  Langhorne,  jfimple  in  his  lay, 
Effujfwn  on  Effujfwn  pour  away. 
With  Frie?idjhip^  and  with  Fancy  trifle  here. 
Or  fleep  in  Pajioral  at  Bel  vide  re  ? 
Sleep  let  them  all,  with  Dullness  on  her  throne, 
Secure  from  any  malice,  but  their  own. 

Enough  of  Critics — let  them,  if  they  pleafe, 
Fond  of  new  pomp,  each  month  pafs  new  decrees; 
Wide  and  extenflve  be  their  infant  State, 
Their  Subjeds  many,  and  thofe  Subjeds  great, 
Whilft  all  their  mandates  as  found  Law  fucceed. 
With  Fools  who  write,  and  greater  fools  who  read. 
What,   tho'  they  lay  the  realms  of  Genius  wafte, 
Fetter  the  Fancy,  and  debauch  the  Talk ; 
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Tho'  They,  like  Dodtors,  to  approve  their  fkill, 

Confult  not  how  to  cure,   but  how  to  kill ; 

Tho'  by  whim,  envy,   or  refentment  led, 

They  damn  thofe  authors  whom  they  never  read, 

Tho',   other  rules  unknown,  one  rule  they  hold, 

To  deal  out  fo  much  praife  for  fo  much  gold ; 

Tho'  Scot  with  Scot^  in  damned  clofe  intrigues, 

Ao-ainft  the  Commonwealth  of  Letters  leagues ; 

Uncenfur'd  let  them  Pilot  at  the  helm. 

And,  rule  in  Letters,   as  they  rul'd  the  realm. 

Ours  be  the  curfe,  the  mean,   tame  Coward's  curfe, 

(Nor  could  Ingenious  Malice  make  a  worfe, 

To  do  our  Senfe,   and  Honour  deep  defpite) 

To  credit  what  They  fay,  read  what  They  write.. 

Enough  of  Scotla7id-'~\tt  her  reft  in  peace. 
The  caufe  remov'd,   effedls  of  courfe  fhould  ceafe. 
Why  fhould  I  tell,   how  Tweedy   too  mighty  grown,, 
And  proudly  fwell'd  with  waters  not  his  own, 
Burft  o'er  his  banks,   and,   by  deftrudion  led, 
O'er  our  fair  England  defolation  fpread, 
Whilft  riding  on  his  waves,   Ambition  plum'd 
In  tenfold  pride  the  port  of  Bute  affum'd, 

Now 


THE     CANDIDATE.  5 

Now  that  the  River  God,   convinc'd,   tho'  late, 
And  yielding,   tho'  reludlantly,   to  fate, 
Holds  his  fair  courfe,  and  with  more  humble  tides. 
In  tribute  to  the  fea,  as  ufual,  glides. 

Enough  of  States^   and  fuch  like  trifling  things ; 
Enough  of  Kinglings,   and  enough  of  Kings ; 
Henceforth,   fecure,   let  ambufh'd  Statefmen  lie, 
Spread  the  Court  web,   and  catch  the  Patriot  fly  ; 
Henceforth,   unwhipt  of  Juftice,   uncontroul'd 
By  fear  or  fhame,  let  Vice,   fecure  and  bold, 
Lord  it  with  all  her  fons,  whilft  Virtue's  groan 
Meets  with  compaflion  only  from  the  Throne. 

Enough  of  Patriots — all  I  afk  of  man 
Is  only  to  be  honeft  as  he  can. 
Some  have  deceived,  and  fome  may  ftill  deceive  j 
'Tis  the  Fool's  curfe  at  random  to  believe. 
Would  thofe,   who,  by  Opinion  plac'd  on  high, 
Stand  fair  and  perfedl  in  their  Country's  eye, 
Maintain  that  honour,  let  me  in  their  ear 

Hint  this  effential  doArine Perfevere. 

Should  They  (which  Heav'n  forbid)  to  win  the  orace 
Of  fome  proud  Courtier,  or  to  gain  a  place, 

C  Their 
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Their  King  and  Country  Sell,  with  endlefs  ihame 
Th'  avenging  Mufe  (hall  mark  each  trait'rous  name; 
But  if,  to  Honour  true,  they  fcorn  to  bend, 
And,  proudly  honeft,  hold  out  to  the  end, 
Their  grateful  Country  fhall  their  fame  record, 
And  IMyfelf  defcend  to  praife  a  Lord. 

Enough  of  TFilkeS'—^\.\.\\  good  and  honeft  men 
His  adions  fpeak  much  ftronger  than  my  pen. 
And  future  ages  fhall  his  name  adore, 
When  he  can  ad,  and  I  can  write  no  more. 
England  may  prove  ungrateful,   and  unjuft, 
But  foft'ring  France  fliali  ne'er  betray  her  truft; 
'Tis  a  brave  debt  which  Gods  on  men  impofe, 
To  pay  with  praife  the  merit  e'en  of  foes. 
When  the  great  Warriour  of  Amilcar's  race 
Made  Rome's  wide  Empire  tremble  to  her  bafe, 
To  prove  her  Virtue,  tho'  it  gall'd  her  pride, 
Rome  gave  that  fame  which  Carthage  had  denied. 

Enough  of  Self— thdit  darling,  lufcious  theme, 
O'er  which  Philofophers  in  raptures  dream ; 
On  which  with  feeming  difregard  they  write, 
Then  prizing  moft,  when  moft  they  feem  to  flighty 

Vain 
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Vain  proof  of  Folly  tindlur'd  ftrong  with  pride ! 
What  Man  can  from  himfelf  himfelf  divide  ? 
For  Me  (nor  dare  I  lie)  my  leading  aim, 
(Confcience  firft  fatisfied)  is  love  of  Fame, 
Some  little  Fame  deriv'd  from  fome  brave  few, 
Who,  prizing  Honour,  prize  her  Votaries  too. 
Let  All  (nor  fliall  refentment  flufh  my  cheek) 
Who  know  me  well,  what  they  know,  freely  fpeak, 
So  Thofe  (the  greateft  curfe  I  meet  below) 
Who  know  me  not,  may  not  pretend  to  know. 
Let  none  of  Thofe,  whom  blefs*d  with  parts  above 
My  feeble  Genius,  ftill  I  dare  to  love. 
Doing  more  mifchief  than  a  thoufand  foes, 
Pojihumous  nonfenfe  to  the  world  .rxpofe, 
And  call  it  mine,  for  mine  tho'  never  known, 
Or  which,  if  mine,  I  living  blufli'd  to  own. 
Know  all  the  Worldy  no  greedy  heir  (hall  find, 
Die  when  I  will,  one  couplet  left  behind. 
Let  none  of  Thofe,  whom  I  defpife  tho'  great, 
Pretending  Friendfhip  to  give  malice  weight, 
Publifli  my  life ;  let  no  falfe,  fneaking  peer 
(Some  fuch  there  are)  to  w^in  the  public  ear, 
Hand  me  to  fhame  with  fome  vile  anecdote. 
Nor  fouUgall'd  Bifhop  damn  me  with  a  note. 


Let 
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Let  one  poor  fprig  of  Bay  around  my  head 

Bloom  whilft  I  live,   and  point  me  out  when  dead ; 

Let  It  (may  Heav'n  indulgent  grant  that  pray'r) 

Be  planted  on  my  grave,  nor  wither  there ; 

And  when,  on  travel  bound,   fome  riming  gueft 

Roams  thro'  the  Church-yard,  whilft  his  Dinner's  drefs'd 

Let  It  hold  up  this  Comment  to  his  eyes ; 

Life  to  the  laft  enjoy'd,  her-e  Churchill  lies  ; 

Whilft  (O,  what  joy  that  pleaftng  flatt'ry  gives) 

Reading  my  Works,  he  cries — here  Churchill  lives. 

Enough  of  Satire — in  lefs  harden'd  times 
Great  was  her  force,  and  mighty  were  her  rimes. 
I've  read  of  Men,   beyond  Man's  daring  brave, 
Who  yet  have  trembled  at  the  ftrokes  fhe  gave, 
Whofe  fouls  have  felt  more  terrible  alarms 
From  her  one  line,  than  from  a  world  in  arms. 
When,  in  her  faithful  and  immortal  page, 
They  faw  tranfmitted  down  from  age  to  age 
Recorded  Villains,  and  each  fpotted  name 
Branded  with  marks  of  everlafting  fhame, 
Succeeding  Villains  fought  her  as  a  friend, 
And,  if  not  really  mended,  feign'd  to  mend. 

But 
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But  in  an  age,  when  adlions  are  allow'd 

Which  ftrike  all  Honour  dead,  and  crimes  avow'd. 

Too  terrible  to  fuffer  the  report, 

Avow'd  and  prais'd  by  men  who  flain  a  Court; 

Propp'd  by  the  arm  of  Pow'r,   when  Vice,  high-born. 

High-bred,  high-ftation'd,  holds  rebuke  in  fcorn, 

When  She  is  loft  to  ev'ry  thought  of  fame, 

And,  to  all  Virtue  dead,  is  dead  to  fhame. 

When  Prudence  a  much  eafier  tafk  muft  hold 

To  make  a  new  World,  than  reform  the  old, 

Satire  throws  by  her  arrows  on  the  ground. 

And,  if  She  cannot  cure.  She  will  not  wound. 

Come,  Panegyrick — tho'  the  Muse  difdains. 
Founded  on  Truth,  to  proflitute  her  flrains 
At  the  bafe  inftance  of  thofe  men,  who  hold 
No  argument  but  pow'r,  no  God  but  Gold, 
Yet,  mindful  that  from  heav'n  She  drew  her  birth. 
She  fcorns  the  narrow  maxims  of  this  earth. 
Virtuous  herfelf,   brings  Virtue  forth  to  view, 
And  loves  to  praife,  where  praife  is  juftly  due. 

Come  Panegyrick — in  a  former  hour, 
My  foul  with  pleafure  yielding  to  thy  powV, 

D  Thy, 
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Thy  {hrine  I  fought,  1  pray'd — but  wanton  air, 
Before  it  reach'd  thy  ears,  difpers'd  my  pray'r ; 
E'en  at  thy  altars  whilfl:  I  took  my  ftand. 
The  pen  of  Truth  and  Honour  in  my  hand, 
Fate,  meditating  wrath  'gainft  me  and  mine, 
Chid  my  fond  zeal,   and  thwarted  my  defign, 
Whilfl:,  Hayter  brought  too  quickly  to  his  end^. 
I  loft  a  Subjcdt,  and  Mankind  a  friend. 

Come  Panegyrick — bending  at  thy  throne, 
Thee  and  thy  Pow'r  m,y  foul  is  proud  to  own, 
Be  Thou  my  kind  Protedor,  Thou  my  Guide, 
And  lead  me  fafe  thro'  paiGTes  yet  untry'd. 
Broad  is  the  road,  nor  difficult  to  find, 
Which  to  the  houfe  of  Satire  leads  mankind ; 
Narrow,  and  unfrequented  are  the  ways, 
Scarce  found  out  in  an  age,  which  lead  to  Praife. 

What  tho*  no  theme  I  chufe  of  vulgar  note 
Nor  wifh  to  write  as  Brother  Bards  have  wrote. 
So  mild,  fo  meek  in  praifing,  that  they  feem 
Afraid  to  wake  their  Patrons  from  a  dream. 
What  tho'  a  theme  I  chufe,   which  might  demand 
The  niceft  touches  of  a  Matter's  band. 


Yet, 
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Yet,  if  the  inward  workings  of  my  foul 
Deceive  me  not,  I  fhall  attain  the  goal. 
And  Envy  fhall  behold,  in  triumph  rais'd, 
The  Poet  prailing,  and  the  Patron  prais'd, 

What  Patron  fhall  I  chufe  ?   (hall  public  voice, 
Or  private  knowledge  influence  my  choice  ? 
Shall  I  prefer  the  grand  retreat  of  St  owe. 
Or,  feeking  Patriots,  to  friend  Wildman's  go? 

To  Wildman's,   cried  Discretion  (who  had  heard 
Clofe-ftanding  at  my  elbow,   ev'ry  word) 
To  Wildman's  !  art  Thou  mad?  can'ft  Thou  be  fure 
One  moment  there  to  have  thy  head  fecure  ? 
Are  they  not  All  (let  obfervation  tell) 
All  mark'd  in  Characters  as  black  as  Hell, 
In  Doom/day  book  by  Minifters  fct  down. 
Who  flile  their  pride  the  honour  of  the  crown  ? 
Make  no  reply— -let  Reafon  fland  aloof — 
Prefumptions  here  muft  pafs  as  folemn  proof. 
That  fettled  Faith,   that  Love  which  ever  fprings 
In  the  beft  Subjeds,  for  the  beft  of  Kings, 
Muft  not  be  meafur'd  now,   by  what  Men  think, 
Or  fay,  or  do — by  what  They  eat,  and  drink. 

Where, 
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Where,  and  with  whom,   that  Queftion's  to  be  try'd, 
And  Statefmen  are  the  Judges  to  decide ; 
No  Juries  call'd,  or,  if  call'd,   kept  in  awe, 
They,  fads  confeft,  in  themfelves  veft  the  law. 
Each  difh  at  Wildman's  of  fedition  fmacks; 
Blafphemy  may  be  Gofpel  at  Almack'5. 

Peace,  good  Discretion,  peace— thy  fears  are  vain  ; 
Ne'er  will  I  herd  with  Wildman's  fadlious  train, 
Never  the  vengeance  of  the  great  incur, 
Nor,  without  might,  againft  the  mighty  ftir. 
If,   from  long  proof,   my  temper  you  diftruft, 
Weigh  my  profeffion,   to  my  gown  be  juft; 
Doft  Thou  one  Parfon  know,  fo  void  of  grace 
To  pay  his  court  to  Patrons  out  of  place  ? 

If  flill  you  doubt  (tho'  fcarce  a  doubt  remains) 
Search  thro'  my  alter'd  heart,  and  try  my  reins ; 
There,  fearching,   find,  nor  deem  me  now  in  fport, 
A  Convert  made  by  Sandwich  to  the  Court: 
Let  Mad-men  follow  error  to  the  end, 
I,   of  miftakes  convinced,   and  proud  to  mend, 
Strive  to  ad  better,  being  better  taught, 
Nor  blufh  to  awn  that  change,  which  Reafon  wrought. 

For 
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For  fuch  a  change  as  this,  muft  Juftice  fpeak ; 
My  heart  was  honeft,  but  my  head  was  weak. 

Bigot  to  no  one  Man,  or  fet  of  Men, 
Without  one  felfifli  viev/,  I  drew  my  pen  ; 
My  Country  afk'd,  or  feem'd  to  afk  my  aid, 
Obedient  to  that  call,  I  left  off  trader 
A  fide  I  chofe,  and  on  that  fide  was  ftrong, 
'Till  time  hath  fairly  prov'd  me  in  the  wrong ; 
Convinced,  I  change  (can  any  Man  do  more? 
And  have  not  greater  Patriots  chang  d  before  ?) 
Chang  d,  I  at  once  (can  any  man  do  lefs  ?) 
Without  a  fingle  blufh,  that  change  confefs, 
Confefs  it  with  a  manly  kind  of  Pride, 
And  quit  the  lofmg  for  the  winning  fide, 
Granting,  whilft  virtuous  Sandwich  holds  the  rein. 
What  Bute  for  ages  might  have  fought  in.  vain. 

jy^// Sandwich — nor  fhall  Wilkes  refentment  fhevv 
Hearing  the  praifes  of  fo  brave  a  foe — 
Hail^  Sandwich — nor,  thro'  pride,  (halt  Thou  refufe 
The  grateful  tribute  of  fo  mean  a  Mufe — 
Sandwich,  All  Hail— v^\i^^  Bute  with  foreign  hand.^ 
Grown  wanton  with  ambition,  fcourg'd  the  land, 

E.  When 
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When  Scots,  or  flaves  to  Scotfmen  fteer'd  the  helm^ 

When  Peace,  inglorious  Peace,  difgrac'd  the  realm, 

Difiruft,  and  gen'ral  difcontent  prevail'd; 

But  when  (he  beft  knows  why)  his  fpirits  fail'd, 

When,   with  a  fudden  panic  ftruck,  he  fled, 

Sneaked  out  of  pow'r,  and  hid  his  recreant  head ; 

When,  like  a  Mars  (fear  order'd  to  retreat) 

We  favv  Thee  nimbly  vault  into  his  feat, 

Into  the  feat  of  pow'r,  at  one  bold  leap, 

A  perfed  Connoifleur  in  Statemanfhip ; 

When,  like  another  Machiavel,   we  faw 

Thy  fingers  twifting,  and  untwifting  law, 

Straining,  where  godlike  Reafon  bade,  and  where 

She  warranted  thy  Mercy,  pleas'd  to  fpare. 

Saw  Thee  refolv'd,  and  fix  d  (come  what,  come  might) 

To  do  thy  God,   thy  King,  thy  Country  right; 

All  things  were  chang  d,  fufpence  remain'd  no  more, 

Certainty  reign  d  where  doubt  had  reign'd  before. 

All  felt  thy  virtues,  and  all  knew  their  ufe. 

What  Virtues  fuch  as  thine  muft  needs  produce. 


Thy  Foes  (for  Honour  ever  meets  with  foes) 
Too  mean  to  praife,  too  fearful  to  oppofe, 


In 
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In  fuUen  filence  fit ;   thy  Friends  (fome  Few, 
Who,  friends  to  Thee,  are  Friends  to  Honour  too) 
Plaud  thy  brave  bearing,  aud  the  Common-weal 
Experts  her  fafety  from  thy  ftubborn  zeal. 
A  place  amongft  the  reft  the  Mufes  claim, 
And  bring  this  free-will  off' ring  to  thy  fame, 
To  prove  their  virtue,   make  thy  virtues  known, 
And,  holding  up  thy  fame,  fecure  their  own. 

From  his  youth  upwards  to  the  prefent  day, 
When  Vices  more  than  years  have  mark'd  him  grey^ 
When  riotous  excefs  with  wafteful  hand 
Shakes  life's  frail  glafs,  and  haftes  each  ebbing  fand, 
Unmindful  from  what  ftock  he  drew  his  birth, 
Untainted  with  one  deed  of  real  worthy 
Lothario,  holding  Honour  at  no  price^ 
Folly  to  Folly  added.  Vice  to  Vice, 
Wrought  lin  with  greedinefs,  and  fought  for  fhame 
With  greater  zeal  than  good  men  feek  for  fame. 

Where  (Reafon  left  v/ithout  the  Icaft  defence) 
Laughter  was  Mirth,   Obfcenity  was  Senfe, 
Where  Impudence  made  Decency  fubmit, 
Where  Noife  was  Humour,  and  where  Whim  was  Wit, 

Where 


i6        THE     CANDIDATE, 

Where  rude,  untemper'd  Licenfe  had  the  merit 
Of  Liberty,  and  Lunacy  was  Spirit, 
Where  the  beft  things  were  ever  held  the  worft,. 
Lothario  was,  with  jufticc,  always  firft.. 

To  whip  a  Top,  to  knuckle  down  at  Taw, 
To  fwing  upon  a  gate,   to  ride  a  ftraw, 
To  play  at  Pufh-Pin  with  dull  brother  Peers^, 
To  belch  out  Catches  in  a  Porter's  ears, 
To  reign  the  monarch  of  a  midnight  cell, 
To  be  the  gaping  Chairman's  Oracle, 
Whilft,  in  moil  bleffed  union,  rogue  and  whore 
Clap  hands,  huzza,  and  hiccup  out.  Encore,. 
Whilft  grey  Authority,   who  {lumbers  there 
In  robes  of  Watchman's  fur,   gives  up  his  chair,. 
With  midnight  howl  to  bay  th'  affrighted  Moon,. 
To.  walk  with  torches  thro'  the  ftreets  at  noon^. 
To  force  plain  nature  from  her  ufual  way. 
Each  night  a  vigil,  and  a  blank  each  day. 
To  match  for  fpeed  one  Feather  'gainft  anothefj,, 
To  make  one  leg  run  races  with  his  brothjer, 
'Gainft  all  the  reft  to  take  the  northern  wind,- 
BuTE  to  ride  firft,  and  He  to  ride  behind, 


To 
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To  coin  new-fangled  wagers,  and  to  lay  'em, 
Laying  to  lofe,  and  lofing  not  to  pay  'em ; 
Lothario,  on  that  flock  which  Nature  gives, 
Without  a  rival  (lands,  tho'  March  yet  lives. 

When  Folly,   (at  that  name,  in  duty  bound, 
Let  fubjed  Myriads  kneel,  and  kifs  the  ground, 
Whilft  They  who,  in  the  prefence,   upright  (land, 
Are  held  as  rebels  thro'  the  loyal  land) 
Queen  ev'ry  where,   but  moft  a  Queen  in  Courts, 
Sent  forth  her  heralds,  and  proclaim'd  her  fports, 
Bade  fool  with  fool  on  her  behalf  engage, 
And  prove  her  right  to  reign  from  age  to  age, 
Lothario,  great  above  the  common  lize, 
With  all  engag'd,  and  won  from  all  the  prize ; 
Her  Cap  he  wears,  which  from  his  Youth  he  wore, 
And  ev'ry  day  deferves  it  more  and  more. 

Nor  in  fuch  limits  reds  his  foul  confin'd ; 
Folly  may  fhare,   but  can't  engrofs  his  mind ; 
Vice,  bold,  fubftantial  Vice,  puts  in  her  claim. 
And  flamps  him  perfed:  in  the  books  of  fhame. 
Obferve  his  Follies  well,  and  You  would  fwear 
Folly  had  been  his  firft,  his  only  care ', 

F  Obferve 
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Obferve  his  Vices,  You'll  that  oath  difown, 
And  fvvear  that  he  was  born  for  Vice  alone. 

Is  the  foft  Nature  of  fome  eafy  Maid 
Fond,  eafy,  full  of  faith,   to  be  betray'd, 
Muft  She,  to  Virtue  lofl:,  be  loft  to  fame, 
And  He,  who  wrought  her  guilt,  declare  her  fhame? 
Is  fome  brave  Friend,  who,  men  but  little  known, 
Deems  ev'ry  heart  as  honeft  as  his  own. 
And,  free  himfelf,  in  others  fears  no  guile, 
To  be  enfnar'd,  and  ruin'd  with  a  fmile  ? 
Is  Law  to  be  perverted  from  her  courfe  ? 
Is  abjed  fraud  to  league  with  brutal  force  ? 
Is  Freedom  to  be  crufh'd,   and  ev'ry  fon. 
Who  dares  maintain  her  caufe,  to  be  undone  ? 
Is  bafe  Corruption,  creeping  thro'  the  land, 
To  plan,  and  work  her  ruin,  underhand, 
With  regular  approaches,   fure  tho'  flow  ? 
Or  muft  fhe  perifti  by  a  fingle  blow  ? 
Are  Kings  (who  truft  to  fervants,  and  depend 
In  fervants  (fond,  vain  thought)  to  find  a  friend) 
To  be  abui'd,  and  made  to  draw  their  breath 
In  darknefs  thicker  than  the  ftiades  of  death  ? 

Is 
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Is  God's  moft  holy  name  to  be  profan'd, 
His  word  rejeded,  and  his  laws  arraign'd, 
His  fervants  fcorn'd,  as  men  who  idly  dream'd, 
His  fervice  laugh'd  at,  and  his  Son  blafphem'd  ? 
Are  Debauchees  in  Morals  to  prelide, 
Is  Faith  to  take  an  Atheifl  for  her  guide  ? 
Is  Science  by  a  Blockhead  to  be  led  ? 
Are  States  to  totter  on  a  Drunkard's  head  ? 
To  anfwer  all  thefe  purpofes,   and  more, 
More  black  than  ever  Villain  plann'd  before, 
Search  Earth,  fearch  Hell,  the  Devil  cannot  find 
An  Agent,  like  Lpthario,  to  his  mind. 

Is  this  Nobility,  which,  fprung  from  Kings, 
Was  meant  to  fwell  the  pow'r  from  whence  it  fprings  ? 
Is  this  the  glorious  produce,  this  the  fruit. 
Which  Nature  hop'd  for  from  fo  rich  a  root  ? 
Were  there  bue  iwo  (fearch  all  the  world  around) 
Were  there  but  two  fuch  Nobles  to  be  found. 
The  very  name  would  fink  into  a  term 
Of  fcorn,  and  Man  would  rather  be  a  worm. 
Than  be  a  Lord  y  but  Nature,  full  of  grace, 
Nor  meaning  birth,  and  titles  to  debafe, 

Made 
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Made  only  One,  and,  having  made  him,  fwore, 
In  mercy  to  mankind,  to  make  no  more. 
Nor  ftopp  d  She  there,   but,  like  a  gen'rous  friend, 
The  ills  which  Error  caus'd,  She  ftrove  to  mend, 
And,   having  brought  Lothario  forth  to  view. 
To  fave  her  credit,  brought  forth  Sandwich  too. 

Gods !  with  what  joy,  what  honeft  joy  of  heart, 
Blunt  as  I  am,  and  void  of  evVy  art, 
Of  evVy  art  which  great  Ones  in  the  ftatc 
Practice  on  knaves  they  fear,  and  fools  they  hate, 
To  Titles  with  reludlance  taught  to  bend. 
Nor  prone  to  think  that  Virtues  can  defcend, 
Do  I  behold  (a  fight  alas !  more  rare 
Than  honefty  could  wifli)  the  Noble  wear 
His  Father's  honours,   when  his  life  makes  known. 
They're  his  by  Virtue,  not  by  birth  alone, 
When  he  recalls  his  Father  from  the  grave. 
And  pays  with  int'reft  back  that  fame  he  gave. 
Cur'd  of  her  fplenetic  and  fullen  fits, 
To  fuch  a  Peer  my  willing  foul  fubmits. 
And  to  fuch  virtue  is  more  proud  to  yield 
Than  'gainfl  ten  titled  rogues  to  keep  the  field. 


Such 
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Such  (for  that  Truth  e'en  Envy  fliall  allow) 
Such  Wyndham  was,  and  fuch  is  Sandwich  now. 

O  gentle  Montague,  in  blefied  hour 
Didft  thou  ftart  up,  and  climb  the  flairs  of  powV  ; 
England  of  all  her  fears  at  once  was  eas'd. 
Nor,   'mongft  her  many  foes,  was  One  difpleas'd. 
France  heard  the  news,  and  told  it  Coufin  Spain  ; 
Spain  heard,  and  told  it  Coufin  France  again  ; 
The  Hollander  relinquifh'd  his  defign 
Of  adding  fpice  to  fpice,   and  mine  to  mine, 
Of  Indian  villainies  he  thought  no  more, 
Content  to  rob  us  on  our  native  fhore  ; 
Aw'd  by  thy  fame,   (which  winds  with  open  mouth. 
Shall  blow  from  Eaft  to  Weft,  from  North  to  South) 
The  weftern  world  fhall  yield  us  her  increafe. 
And  her  wild  Sons  be  foften  d  into  peace ; 
Rich  Eaftern  Monarchs  fhall  exhauft  their  ftores. 
And  pour  unbounded  wealth  on  Albion's  fhores. 
Unbounded  wealth,  which  from  thofe  golden  fcenes. 
And  all  acquir  d  by  honourable  mea?7Sy 
Some  honourable  Chief  fhall  hither  fteer, 
To  pay  our  debts,  and  fet  the  nation  clear. 

G  Nabobs 
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Nabobs  themfelves,   allur'd  by  thy  renown, 
Shall  pay  due  homage  to  the  Englifli  crown, 
Shall  freely  as  their  King  our  King  receive — 
Provided,  the  DlreEiors give  them  leave. 

Union  at  home  fliall  mark  each  riling  year 
Nor  taxes  be  complain'd  of,   tho'  fevere, 
Envy  her  own  deflroycr  fhall  become. 
And  Fadlion  with  her  thoufand  mouths  be  dumb, 
With  the  meek  Man  thy  Meeknefs  fhall  prevail, 
Nor  with  the  fpirited  thy  fpirit  fail. 
Some  to  thy  force  of  reafon  fliall  fubmit, 
And  fome  be  converts  to  thy  princely  Wit, 
Rev'rence  for  Thee  fhall  ftill  a  Nation's  cries, 
A  grand  concurrence  crown  a  grand  excife. 
And  Unbelievers  of  the  iirfl:  degree 
Who  have  no  faith  in  God,  have  faith  in  Thee. 

W^hen  a  ftrange  jumble,  whimfical  and  vain, 
Poffefs'd  the  region  of  each  heated  brain, 
When  fome  were  fools  to  cenfure,  fome  to  praife. 
And  all  were  mad,   but  mad  in  different  ways ; 
When  Commonwealth's-men,  ftarting  at  the  fliade 
Which  in  their  own  wild  fancy  had  been  made. 


Of 
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Of  Tyrants  dream'd,  who  wore  a  thorny  crown, 
And  v/ith  State-Bloodhounds  hunted  Freedom  down ; 
When  Others,   fkruck  with  Fancies  not  lefs  vain, 
Saw  mighty  Kings  by  their  own  fubjedts  flain, 
And,  in  each  friend  of  Liberty  and  Law, 
With  horrour  big,   a  future  Cromwell  faw; 
Thy  manly  zeal  ftepp'd  forth,   bade  difcord  ceafe, 
And  fung  each  jarring  atom  into  peace. 
Liberty,   chear'd  by  thy  all-chearing  eye. 
Shall,  waking  from  her  trance,   live  and  not  die, 
And,  patroniz'd  by  Thee,   Prerogative, 
Shall,   ftriding  forth  at  large,  not  die,   but  live, 
Whilfl:  Privilege,   hung  betwixt  earth  and  fky, 
Shall  not  well  know,  whether  to  live,  or  die. 

When  on  a  rock  which  overhung  the  flood, 
And  feem'd  to  totter.   Commerce  fhiv'ring  flood ; 
When  Credit,  building  on  a  fandy  fhore, 
Saw  the  fea  fwell,  and  heard  the  Tempefl:  roar, 
Heard  death  in  ev'ry  blaft,  and  in  each  wave 
Or  faw,  or  fancied  that  She  faw  her  grave ; 
When  Property,   transferred  from  hand  to  hand, 
Weak  ned  by  change,  crawl'd  fickly  thro'  the  land ; 

When 
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When  mutual  Confidence  was  at  an  end, 
And  Man  no  longer  could  on  Man  depend ; 
Opprefs'd  with  debts  of  more  than  common  weight, 
When  all  men  fear'd  a  bankruptcy  of  ftate ; 
When,   certain  death  to  honour,  and  to  trade, 
A  Sponge  was  talk'd  of  as  our  only  aid. 
That  to  be  fav'd  we  muft  be  more  undone, 
And  pay  off  all  our  debts,   by  paying  none; 
Like  England's  better  Genius,   born  to  blefs. 
And  fnatch  his  finking  country  from  diftrefs. 
Did' ft  Thou  ftep  forth,   and  without  fail  or  oar, 
Pilot  the  fhatter'd  veffel  fafe  to  fhore. 
Nor  fiialt  Thou  quit,   till  anchor'd  firm,  and  faft, 
She  rides  fecure,  and  mocks  the  threat'ning  blaft ! 

Born  in  thy  houfe,  and  in  thy  fervice  bred, 
Nurs'd  in  thy  arms,   and  at  thy  table  fed. 
By  thy  fage  counfels  to  reflexion  brought. 
Yet  more  by  pattern,   than  by  precept  taught, 
OEcoNOMY  her  needful  aid  fiiall  join 
To  forward,  and  compleat  thy  grand  defign. 
And,  warm  to  fave,   but  yet  with  Spirit  warm. 
Shall  her  own  condudl  from  thy  condud  form. 


Let 
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Let  Friends  of  Prodigals  fay  what  they  will, 
Spendthrifts  at  home,  abroad  are  Spendthrifts  ftill. 
In  vain  have  fly  and  fubtle  Sophifts  tried 
Private  from  public  Jiiflice  to  divide. 
For  Credit  on  each  other  they  rely, 
They  live  together,  and  together  die. 
'Gainfl  all  experience  'tis  a  rank  offence, 
High  Treafon  in  the  eye  of  Common  Senfe, 
To  think  a  Statefman  ever  can  be  known 
To  pay  our  debts,  who  will  not  pay  his  own. 
But  now,  tho'  late,  now  may  we  hope  to  fee 
Our  debts  difcharg'd,  our  Credit  fair  and  free, 
Since  rigid  Honefty,   fair  fall  that  hour. 
Sits  at  the  helm,  and  Sandwich  is  in  pow'r. 
With  what  delight  I  view  the  wond'rous  Man, 
V/ith  what  delight  furvey  thy  fterling  plan. 
That  plan  which  All  with  wonder  mufl  behold, 
And  flamp  thy  age  the  only  age  of  gold. 

Nor  reft  thy  triumphs  here — That  Difcord  fled, 
And  fought  with  grief  the  hell  where  She  was  bred ; 
That  Fadtion,   'gainft  her  Nature  forc'd  to  yield, 
Saw  her  rude  rabble  fcatter'd  o'er  the  field, 

H  Saw 
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Saw  her  beft  friends  a  ftanding  jeft  become, 

Her  Fools  turn'd  fpeakers,  and  her  Wits  ftruck  dumb; 

That  our  moil  bitter  Foes  (fo  much  depends 

On  Men  of  name)  are  turn'd  to  cordial  friends ; 

That  our  offended  Friends  (fuch  terrour  flows 

From  Men  of  name)  dare  not  appear  our  foes ; 

That  Credit,  gafping  in  the  jaws  of  death, 

And  ready  to  expire  with  evVy  breath, 

Grows  ftronger  from  difeafe ;   that  Thou  haft  fav'd 

Thy  drooping  Country ;  that  thy  name  engrav'd 

On  plates  of  brafs  defies  the  rage  of  time ; 

Than  plates  of  brafs  more  firm,  that  facred  Rime 

Embalms  thy  mem'ry,  bids  thy  glories  live. 

And  gives  Thee  what  the  Mufe  alone  can  give ; 

Thefe  heights  of  virtue,  thefe  rewards  of  Fame, 

With  Thee  in  common  other  Patriots  claim. 

But,  that  poor  fickly  Science,  who  had  laid. 
And  droop'd  for  years  beneath  Neglect's  cold  fhade, 
By  thofe  who  knew  her  purpofely  forgot. 
And  made  the  jeft  of  ihofe  who  knew  her  not, 
Whilft  Ignorance  in  pow'r,  and  Pamper'd  Pride, 
Clad  like  a  Piieft,  pafs'd  by  on  t'other  fide. 

Recovered 
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Recover'd  from  her  wretched  ftate,  at  length 

Puts  on  new  health,  and  cloathes  herfelf  with  ftrength. 

To  Thee  we  owe,  and  to  thy  friendly  hand 

Which  rais'd,  and  gave  her  to  poflefs  the  land. 

This  praife,  tho'  in  a  court,  and  near  a  throne, 

This  praife  is  thine,  and  thine,  alas !  alone. 

With  what  fond  rapture  did  the  Goddefs  fmile, 
What  bleflings  did  fhe  promife  to  this  Ifle, 
What  honour  to  herfelf,  and  length  of  reign  ! 
Soon  as  She  heard,   that  Thou  did'ft  not  difdain 
To  be  her  Steward ;   but  what  grief,  what  fliame, 
What  rage,  what  difappointment  fhook  her  frame, 
When  her  proud  children  dar'd  her  will  difpute, 
When  Youth  was  infolent,  and  Age  was  mute. 

That  Young  Men  fhould  be  fools,  and  fome  wild  few, 
To  Wifdom  deaf,   be  deaf  to  intVeft  loo, 
Mov'd  not  her  wonder,   but  that  Men,  grown  grey 
In  fearch  of  Wifdom,  Men  who  cwn'd  the  fway 
Of  Reafon,  Men  who  jftubbornly  kept  down 
Each  rifmg  paflion.  Men  who  wore  the  gown, 
That  They  lliould  crofs  her  will,  That  They  fliould  dare 
Againft  the  caufe  of  Int'rcft  to  declare, 

That 
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That  Tlicy  fhould  be  fo  abje(5l  and  unwifc, 
Having  no  fear  of  lofs  before  their  eyes, 
Nor  hopes  of  gain,   fcorning  the  ready  means 
Of  being  Vicars,   Redlors,  Canons,   Deans, 
With  all  thofe  honours  which  on  Mitres  wait. 
And  mark  the  virtuous  favourites  of  ftate, 
That  They  fhould  dare  a  Hardwick  to  fupport. 
And  talk,   within  the  hearing  of  a  Court, 
Of  that  vile  beggar  Confcience,  who  undone. 
And  ftarv'd  herfelf,   ftarves  ev'ry  wretched  fon ; 
This  turn'd  her  blood  to  gall.   This  made  her  fwear 
No  more  to  throw  away  her  time  and  care 
On  wayward  Sons  who  fcorn'd  her  love,  no  more 
To  hold  her  courts  on  Cam's  ungrateful  fhore. 
Rather  than  bear  fuch  infults,  which  difgrace 
Her  royalty  of  Nature,  birth,  and  place, 
Tho'  Dullness  there  unrivalPd  State  doth  keep, 
Would  She  at  Winchester  with  Burton  fleep  ; 
Or,   to  exchange  the  mortifying  fcene 
For  fomething  ftill  more  dull,  and  ftill  more  mean, 
Rather  than  bear  fuch  infults.  She  would  fly- 
Far,  far  beyond  the  fearch  of  Englijh  eye, 
And  reign  amongft  the  Scots  ;   to  be  a  Queen 
Is  worth  ambition,   tho'  in  Aberdeen. 

O,  ftay 
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O,  ftay  thy  flight,  fair  Science  ;  what  tho'  fome, 
Some  bafe-born  children  Rebels  are  become, 
All  are  not  Rebels ;  fome  are  duteous  ftill, 
Attend  thy  precepts,  and  obey  thy  will ; 
Thy  int'reft  is  oppos'd  by  thofe  alone 
Who  either  know  not,  or  oppofe  their  own. 

Of  Stubborn  Virtue,  marching  to  thy  aid, 
Behold  in  black,  the  liv'ry  of  their  trade, 
Marfliaird  by  form,  and  by  Difcretion  led, 
A  grave,  grave  troop,  and  Smith  is  at  their  head, 
Black  Smith  of  Trinity;  on  Chrifl:ian  ground 
For  Faith  in  Myfteries  none  more  renown'd. 

Next  (for  the  befl:  of  caufes  now  and  then 
Muft  beg  afliftance  from  the  worft  of  men) 
Next,  (if  old  Story  lies  not)  fprung  from  Greece, 
Comes  Pandarus,  but  comes  without  his  Niece. 
Her,   wretched  Maid  !  committed  to  his  truft, 
To  a  rank  Letcher's  coarfe  and  bloated  lufl-. 
The  Arch,  old,  hoary  Hypocrite  had  fold. 
And  thought  himfelf  and  her  well  damn'd  for  gold. 
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But  (to  wipe  off  fuch  traces  from  the  mind, 
And  make  us  in  good  humour  with  mankind) 
Leading  on  Men,  who,  in  a  College  bred. 
No  Women  knew,  but  thofe  which  made  their  bedj 
Who,  planted  Virgins  on  Cam's  virtuous  fliore, 
Continued  ftill  Male  Virgins  at  threefcore, 
Comes  SuMPNER,   wife,  and  chafte  as  chafte  can  be, 
With  Long  as  wife,  and  not  lefs  chafte  than  He. 

Are  there  not  Friends  too,  enter'd  in  thy  caufe^. 
V/ho,  for  thy  fake,  defying  penal  Laws, 
Were,  to  fupport  thy  honourable  plan. 
Smuggled  from  Jersey,  and  the  Isle  of  Man? 
Are  there  not  Philomaths  of  high  degree 
Who,  always  dumb  before,  fliall  fpeak  for  thee  ? 
Are  there  not  Proctors,  faithful  to  thy  will, 
One  of  full  growth,  others  in  Embryo  ftill, 
Who  may. perhaps  in  fome  ten  years,  or  more, 
Be  afccrtain'd  that  Two  and  Two  make  four, 
Or  may  a  ftill  more  happy  method  find. 
And,  taking  One  from  too,  leave  none  behind? 

With  fuch  a  mighty  pow'r  on  foot,  to  yield 
Were  death  to  Manhood  ;  better  in  the  field 


To 
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To  leave  our  Carcafes,  and  die  with  fame, 
Than  fly,  and  purchafe  Hfe  on  terms  of  fhame. 
Sackvilles  alone  anticipate  defeat, 
And,  e're  they  dare  the  battle,  found  retreat. 

But  if  Perfuafions  inefFedlual  prove. 
If  Arguments  are  vain,  nor  Pray'rs  can  move, 
Yet,  in  thy  bitternefs  of  frantic  woe, 
Why  talk  of  Burton?  why  to  Scotland  go? 
Is  there  not  Oxford  ?  She  with  open  arms 
Shall  meet  thy  wifli,  and  yield  up  all  her  charms. 
Shall  for  thy  love  her  former  loves  refign, 
And  jilt  the  banifli'd  Stuarts  to  be  thine. 

Bow'd  to  the  yoke,  and,  foon  as  fhe  could  read, 
Tutor'd  to  get  by  heart  the  Defpot's  Creed, 
She,  of  fubjedion  proud,   fhall  knee  thy  throne. 
And  have  no  principles  but  thine  alone. 
She  fhall  thy  will  implicitly  receive, 
Nor  ad,  nor  fpeak,  nor  think,  without  thy  leave. 
Where  is  the  glory  of  imperial  fway 
If  fubjeds  none  but  juft  commands  obey? 
Then,  and  then  only  is  obedience  feen, 
When,  by  command,  they  dare  do  all  that's  mean. 

Hither 
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Hither  then  wing  thy  flight,  here  fix-  thy  ftand, 
Nor  fail  to  bring  thy  Sandwich  in  thy  hand. 

Gods,  with  what  joy  (for  Fancy  now  fupplies, 
And  lays  the  future  open  to  my  eyes) 
Gods,  with  what  joy  I  fee  the  Worthies  meet, 
And  Brother  Litchfield  Brother  Sandwich  greet! 
Bleft  be  your  greetings,  bleft  each  dear  embrace, 
Bleft  to  yourfelves,  and  to  the  human  race. 
Sick'ning  at  Virtues,  which  She  cannot  reach, 
Which  feem  her  bafer  nature  to  impeach. 
Let  Envy,  in  a  whirlwind*s  bofom  hurl'dj 
Outrageous,  fearch  the  corners  of  the  world, 
Ranfack  the  prefent  times,  look  back  to  paft, 
Rip  up  the  future,  and  confefs  at  lafi:, 
No  times,  pafi",  prefent,  or  to  come,  could  e'er 
Produce,  and  blefs  the  world  with  fuch  a  pair. 

Phillips,  the  good  old  Phillips,  out  of  breath, 
Efcap'd  from  Monmouth,  and  efcap'd  from  death. 
Shall  hail  his  Sandwich,  with  that  virtuous  zeal. 
That  glorious  ardour  for  the  Common-weal, 
Which  warm'd  his  loyal  heart,  and  blefs'd  his  tongue. 
When  on  his  Hps  the  caufe  of  Rebels  hung. 

Whilft 
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Whilft  Womanhood,  in  habit  of  a  Nun, 

At  M lies,  by  backward  Monks  undone ; 

A  nation's  reck'ning,  like  an  alehoufe  fcore, 
Whilft  Paul  the  aged  chalks  behind  a  door, 
Compeird  to  hire  a  foe  to  caft  it  up ; 

,  fhall  pour,  from  a  Communion  Cup, 

Libations  to  the  Goddefs  without  eyes, 
And  Hob  or  Nob  in  Cyder  and  Excife. 

From  thofe  deep  fliades,  where  Vanitv,  unknown, 
Doth  Penance  for  her  pride,  and  pines  alone, 
Curs'd  in  herfelf,  by  her  own  thoughts  undone, 
Where  She  fees  all,  but  can  be  feen  by  none. 
Where  She  no  longer,  Miftrefs  of  the  fchools, 
Hears  Praife  loud  pealing  from  the  mouths  of  fools. 
Or  hears  it  at  a  diftance,  in  defoair 
To  join  the  croud,  and  put  in  for  a  fhare, 
Twifting  each  thought  a  thoufand  diff'rent  ways. 
For  his  new  friends  new-modelling  old  praife. 
Where  frugal  Senfe  fo  very  fine  is  fpun. 
It  ferves  twelve  hours  tho'  not  enough  for  one, 
King  fhall  arife,  and,  burfting  from  the  dead. 
Shall  hurl  his  piebald  Latin  at  thy  head. 

K  Burton 
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Burton  (whilft  awkward  Affedation's  hung 
In  quaint  and  laboured  accents  on  his  tongue, 
Who  'gainft  their  will  makes  Junior  Blockheads  fpeak, 
Ign'rant  of  both,  new  Latin,  and  new  Greek, 
Not  fuch  as  was  in  Greece  and  Latium  known. 
But  of  a  modern  cut,  and  all  his  own ; 
Who  threads,  like  beads,  loofe  thoughts  on  fuch  a  ftring^. 
They're  Praife,  and  Cenfure;  Nothing,  Ev'ry- thing; 
Pantomime  thoughts,  and  Stile  fo  full  of  trick 
They  even  make  a  Merry  Andrew  fick. 
Thoughts  all  fo  dull,  io  pliant  in  their  growth. 
They're  Verfe,  They're  Profe,  They 're  Neither,  and  They're  both) 
Shall  (tho'  by  Nature  ever  loth  to  praife) 
Thy  curious  worth  fet  forth  in  curious  phrafe, 
Obfcurely  fliff,  fhall  prefs  poor  Senfe  to  death, 
Or  in  long  periods  run  her  out  of  breath. 
Shall  make  a  babe,  for  which,  with  all  his  famCj. 
Adam  could  not  have  found  a  proper  name, 
Whilft,  beating  out  his  features  to  a  fmile, 
He  hugs  the  baftard  brat,  and  calls  it  Stile. 

Hufh'd  be  all  Nature  as  the  land  of  Death ; 
Let  each  Stream  fleep,  and  each  wind  hold  his  breath. 

Be 
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Be  the  Bells  miijffled,   nor  one  found  of  care, 
Preffing  for  Audience,  wake  the  flumb'ring  air ; 
Browne  comes — behold  how  cautioufly  he  creeps — 
How  flow  he  walks,  and  yet  how  faft  he  fleeps — 
But  to  thy  praife  in  fleep  he  fhall  agree ;  ' 

He  cannot  wake,  but  he  Hiall  dream  of  Thee^ 

Physick,  her  head  with  opiate  Poppies  crown'd, 
Her  loins  by  the  chafte  matron  Camphire  bound, 
Physick,   obtaining  fuccour  from  the  pen, 
Of  her  foft  fon,   her  gentle  Heberden, 
If  there  are  Men  who  can  thy  virtue  know, 
Yet  fpite  of  Virtue  treat  Thee  as  a  foe, 
Shall,   like  a  Scholar^  flop  their  rebel  breath, 
And  in  each  Recipe  fend  Clajfic  death. 

So  deep  in  knowledge  that  few  lines  can  found. 
And  plumb  the  bottom  of  that  vaft  profound. 
Few  grave  ones  with  fuch  gravity  can  think. 
Or  follow  half  fo  faft  as  he  can  think. 
With  nice  diftindlions  gloffing  o'er  the  text, 
Obfcure  with  meaning,   and  in  words  perplext. 
With  fubtleties  on  fubtleties  reiin'd, 
Meant  to  divide,   and  fubdivide  the  mind, 

Keeping 
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Keeping  the  forwardnefs  of  Youth  in  awe. 

The  Scowling  Blackiston  bears  the  train  of  Law. 

DiviNiTv,   enrob'd  in  College  fur, 
In  her  risht  hand  a  New  Court  Kalendar. 
Bound  like  a  Book  of  Pray'r,   thy  coming  waits 
With  all  her  pack,   to  hymn  Thee  in  the  gates. 

Loyalty,   fix'd  on  Isis'  alter'd  fhore, 
A  ftranger  long,   but  ftranger  now  no  more, 
Shall  pitch  her  tabernacle,   and  with  eyes, 
Brim-full  of  rapture,   view  her  new  allies. 
Shall  with  much  pleafure,  and  more  wonder  view 
Men  great  at  Court,   and  great  at  Oxford  too. 

O  Sacred  Loyalty  !  accurs'd  be  thofe 
Who  feeming  friends  turn  out  thy  deadlieft  foes, 
Who  proftitute  to  Kings  thy  honour'd  name. 
And  foothe  their  paffions  to  betray  their  fame ; 
Nor  prais'd  be  thofe,   to  whofe  proud  Nature  clings 
Contempt  of  government,   and  hate  of  Kings, 
Who,  willing  to  be  free,   not  knowing  how, 
A  ftrange  intemperance  of  zeal  avow. 

And 
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And  ftart  at  Loyalty,  as  at  a  word 

Which  without  danger  Freedom  never  heard. 

Vain  errors  of  vain  men — wild  both  extremes, 
And  to  the  State  not  wholefome,   like  the  dreams, 
Children  of  night,  of  indigeftion  bred, 
Which,  Reafon  clouded,  feize  and  turn  the  head, 
Loyalty  without  Freedom  is  a  chain 
Which  Men  of  lib'ral  notice  can't  fuftain, 
And  Freedom  without  Loyalty,  a  name 
Which  nothing  means,  or  means  licentious  fliame. 

Thine  be  the  art,   my  Sandwich,   thine  the  toil, 
In  Oxford's  ftubborn,  and  untoward  ftile. 
To  rear  this  plant  of  Union,   till  at  length, 
Rooted  by  time,  and  fofter'd  into  ftrength. 
Shooting  aloft,  all  danger  It  defies. 
And  proudly  lifts  its  branches  to  the  fkies, 
Whilft,  Wifdom's  happy  fon,   but  not  lier  flave. 
Gay  with  the  gay,  and  with  the  grave  one^  grave, 
Free  from  the  dull  impertinence  of  thought. 
Beneath  that  fhade,  which  thy  own  labours  wrought, 
And  fafhion'd  into  ftrength,   fhalt  Thou  repofe, 
Secure  of  lib'ral  praife,   fmce  Is  is  flows, 

L  True 


38        THE     CANDIDATE. 

True  to  her  Tame,   as  duty  hath  decreed, 

Nor  longer,  like  a  harlot,  luft  for  Tweed, 

And  thofe  old  wreaths,  which  Oxford  once  dar'd  twine,. 

To  grace  a  Stuart  brow,  fhe  plants  on  thine. 


HE         END. 
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P.    TfT^  ARE  WELL  to  Europe,  and  at  once  farewell 

-L      To  all  the  follies  which  in  Europe  dwell, 
To  Eaftern  India  now,   a  richer  clime, 
Richer  alas  in  ev'ry  thing  but  Rime, 
The  Mufes  fteer  their  courfe,   and,   fond  of  change. 
At  large,   in  other  Worlds,   defire  to  range, 
Refolv'd  at  leaft,   iince  They  the  fool  muft  play. 
To  do  it  in  a  diff'rent  place,  and  way. 

F.   What  whim  is  this,   what  errour  of  the  brain, 
What  madnefs  worfe  than  in  the  doa-ftar's  reifm  ? 

B  Why 
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Why  into  foreign  countries  would  You  roam, 
Are  there  not  knaves  and  fools  enough  at  home  ? 
If  Satire  be  thy  objedl,   and  thy  lays 
As  yet  have  fliewn  no  talents  fit  for  praife, 
If  Satire  be  thy  objedl,  fearch  all  round, 
Nor  to  thy  purpofe  can  one  fpot  be  found 
Like  England,  where  to  rampant  vigour  grown 
Vice  choaks  up  ev'ry  Virtue,  where,   ielf-fown, 
The  feeds  of  Folly  flioot  forth  rank  and  bold, 
And  ev'ry  feed  brings  forth  a  hundred  fold. 

P.  No  more  of  tliis— tho'  Trutli  (the  more  our  fhame, 
The  more  our  guilt)  tho'  Truth  perhaps  may  claim, 
And  juftify  her  part  in  this,   yet  here, 
For  the  firft  time,   e'en  Truth  offends  my  ear. 
Declaim  from  morn  to  night,   from  night  to  morn, 
Take  up  the  theme  anew,  when  day's  new-born, 
I  hear,  and  hate— be  England  what  She  will. 
With  all  her  faults  She  is  my  Country  ftill. 

F.   Thy  Country,  and  what  then  ?   Is  that  mere  word 
Againft  the  voice  of  Reafon  to  be  heard  ? 
Are  prejudices,  deep  imbib'd  in  youth. 
To  counter-ad:,  and  make  thee  hate  the  truth  ? 

'Tis 
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'Tis  the  fure  fymptom  of  a  narrow  foul 
To  draw  its  grand  attachment  from  the  whole, 
And  take  up  with  a  part ;  Men,  not  confin'd 
Within  fuch  paltry  limits,  Men  defign'd 
Their  nature  to  exalt ;  where'er  they  go, 
Wherever  waves  can  roll,  and  winds  can  blow, 
Where'er  the  bleffed  Sun,  plac'd  in  the  fky 
To  watch  this  fubjedt  world,  can  dart  his  eye. 
Are  ftill  the  fame,  and,  prejudice  outgrown, 
Conlider  ev'ry  country  as  their  own. 
At  one  grand  view  They  take  in  Nature's  plan, 
Not  more  at  home  in  England,  than  Japan. 

P.  My  good,  grave  Sir  of  Theory,  whofe  wit, 
Grafping  at  fhadows,  ne'er  caught  fubftance  yet, 
'Tis  mighty  eafy  o'er  a  glafs  of  wine 
On  vain  refinements  vainly  to  refine. 
To  laugh  at  poverty  in  plenty's  reign. 
To  boaft  of  Apathy  when  out  of  pain. 
And  in  each  fentence,  worthy  of  the  Schools, 
Varnifh'd  with  fophiftry,  to  deal  out  rules 
Mod  fit  for  pradice,   but  for  one  poor  fault 
That  into  pradice  they  can  ne'er  be  brought. 


At 
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At  home,  and  fitting  in  your  elbow-chair 
You  praife  Japan,  tho'  you  was  never  there. 
But  was  the  Ship  this  moment  under  fail, 
Would  not  your  mind  be  chang'd,  your  Spirits  fail, 
Would  you  not  cafi:  one  longing  eye  to  fhore. 
And  vow  to  deal  in  fuch  wild  fchemes  no  more? 
Howe'er  our  pride  may  tempt  us  to  conceal 
Thofe  paffions,  which  we  cannot  chufe  but  feel, 
There's  a  ftrange  Something,  which  without  a  brair^ 
Fools  feel,  and  with  one  wife  men  can't  explain, 
Planted  in  Man,  to  bind  him  to  that  earth, 
In  deareft  ties,  from  whence  he  drew  his  birth. 

If  Honour  calls,   where'er  She  points  the  way,. 
The  Sons  of  Honour  follow,  and  obey ; 
If  Need  compels,  wherever  we  are  fent, 
'Tis  want  of  courage  not  to  be  content ; 
But,  if  we  have  the  liberty  of  choice. 
And  all  depends  on  our  own  fingle  voice. 
To  deem  of  ev'ry  Country  as  the  fame 
Is  rank  rebellion  'gainft  the  lawful  claim 
Of  Nature,  and  fuch  dull  indifference 
May  be  Philosophy,   but  can't  be  Sense. 


F.   Weak 
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F.  Weak  and  unjuft  Diftindlon,  ftrange  defign, 
Moft  peevifli,  moft  perverfe,  to  undermine 
Philosophy,  and  throw  her  empire  down 
By  means  of  Sense,  from  whom  flie  holds  her  crown. 
Divine  Philosophy,  to  Thee  we  owe 
All  that  is  worth  poffeffing  here  below ; 
Virtue  and  Wifdom  confecrate  thy  reign, 
Doubled  each  joy,  and  Pain  no  longer  Pain. 

When,  like  a  Garden,  where  for  want  of  toil, 
And  wholfome  difcipline,  the  rich,  rank  foil 
Teems  with  incumbrances,  where  all  around 
Herbs  noxious  in  their  nature  make  the  Ground, 
Like  the  good  Mother  of  a  thanklefs  Son, 
Curfe  her  own  womb,  by  fruitfulnefs  undone, 
Like  fuch  a  garden,  when  the  human  foul, 
Uncultur'd,  wild,  impatient  of  controul. 
Brings  forth  thofe  paffions  of  luxuriant  race. 
Which  fpread,  and  ftifle  evVy  herb  of  grace, 
Whilft  Virtue,  check'd  by  the  cold  hand  of  fcorn. 
Seems  withering  on  the  bed  where  fhe  was  born, 
Philosophy  fteps  in,  with  fteady  hand 
She  brings  her  aid,  j(he  clears  th*  encumber'd  land, 

C  Too 
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Too  virtuous,  to  fpare  vice  one  ftroke,  too  wife 
One  moment  to  attend  to  Pity's  cries, 
See  with  what  Godlike,  what  relentlefs  pow'r 
She  roots  up  ev'ry  weed 

P.  and  ev'ry  flow'r. 
Philosophy,  a  name  of  meek  degree, 
Embrac'd,  in  token  of  humility, 
By  the  proud  Sage,  who,  whilft  he  ftrove  to  hide. 
In  that  vain  artifice,  reveal'd  his  pride. 
Philosophy,  whom  Nature  had  defign'd 
To  purge  all  errours  from  the  human  mind, 
Herfelf  mifled  by  the  Philofopher, 
At  once  her  Prieft  and  Mafter,  made  us  err ; 
Pride,  Pride,  like  leaven  in  a  mafs  of  flour, 
Tainted  her  laws,  and  made  e'en  Virtue  fowre. 

Had  flie,  content  within  her  proper  fphere, 
Taught  leflons  fuited  to  the  human  ear, 
Which  might  fair  Virtue's  genuine  fruits  produce^ 
Made  not  for  ornament,  but  real  ufe, 
The  heart  of  Man  unrival'd  flie  had  fway'd ; 
Prais'd  by  the  good,  and  by  the  bad  obeyed. 


But 
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But  when  She,  overturning  Reafon's  throne, 
Strove  proudly  in  its  place  to  plant  her  own, 
When  She  with  Apathy  the  breaft  would  fteel, 
And  teach  us,  deeply  feeling,  not  to  feel. 
When  She  would  wildly  all  her  force  employ, 
Not  to  corred:  our  paflions,  but  deftroy. 
When,  not  content  our  Nature  to  reftore. 
As  made  by  God,  She  made  it  all  new  o'er. 
When,  with  a  ftrange  and  criminal  excefs. 
To  make  us  more  than  Men,  flie  made  us  lefs, 
The  Good  her  dwindled  pow'r  with  pity  faw. 
The  Bad  with  joy,  and  none  but  fools  with  awe. 

Truth,  with  a  limple  and  unvarnifli'd  tale, 

E'en  from  the  mouth  of  N might  prevail. 

Could  She  get  there,   but  Falfhood's  fugar'd  firaia 
Should  pour  her  fatal  blandifhments  in  vain, 
Nor  make  one  convert,  tho'  the  Siren  hung. 

Where  fhe  too  often  hangs,  on  M tongue. 

Should  all  the  Sophs,   whom  in  his  courfe  the  Sun 
Hath  feen,  or  paft  or  prefent,  rife  in  One, 
Should  He,  whilft  pleafure  in  each  fentence  flows. 
Like  Plato,  give  us  Poetry  in  Profe, 

Should 
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Should  He,  full  Orator,  at  once  impart 

Th'  Athenian's  Genius,  v/ith  the  Roman's  Art, 

Genius  and  Art  fhould  in  this  inftance  fail. 

Nor  Rome  tho'  join'd  with  Athens  here  prevail. 

'Tis  not  in  Man,  'tis  not  in  more  than  man 

To  make  me  find  one  fault  in  Nature's  plan. 

Plac'd  low  ourfelves^   we  cenfure  thofe  above, 

And,  wanting  judgment,  think  that  She  wants  love, 

Blame,  where  we  ought  in  reafon  to  commend. 

And  think  her  mod  a  foe,  when  moft  a  friend. 

Such  be  Philosophers — their  fpecious  art, 

Tho'  Friendfliip  pleads,  fhall  never  warp  my  heart ; 

Ne'er  make  me  from  this  bread  one  paffion  tear, 

Which  Nature,  my  beft  friend,  hath  planted  there. 

F.  Forgiving  as  a  Friend,  what,  whilft  I  live, 
As  a  Philofopher  I  can't  forgive. 
In  this  one  point  at  laft  I  join  with  You ; 
To  Nature  pay  all  that  is  Nature's  due, 
But  let  not  clouded  Reafon  fink  fo  low, 
To  fancy  debts  flie  does  not,  cannot  owe. 
Bear,  to  full  Manhood  grown,  thofe  fliackles  bear, 
Which  Nature  meant  us  for  a  time  to  wear, 


As 
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As  we  wear  leading-flrings,  which,  ufelefs  grown, 

Are  laid  afide,  when  we  can  walk  alone. 

But  on  thyfelf,   by  peevifli  humour  fway'd. 

Wilt  Thou  lay  burdens  Nature  never  laid  ? 

Wilt  Thou  make  faults,  whilft  Judgment  weakly  errs, 

And  then  defend,  miftaking  them  for  her's  ? 

Dar'ft  Thou  to  fay,  in  our  enlight'ned  age. 

That  this  grand  Mafter  Paffion,  this  brave  rage, 

Which  flames  out  for  thy  country,  was  impreft, 

And  fix'd  by  Nature  in  the  human  breaft. 

If  you  prefer  the  place  where  you  was  born. 
And  hold  all  others  in  contempt  and  fcorn 
On  fair  Comparifon ;  If  on  that  land 
With  lib'ral,  and  a  more  than  equal  hand 
Her  gifts,   as  in  profuflon.  Plenty  fends ; 
If  Virtue  meets  with  more  and  better  friends ; 
If  Science  finds  a  Patron  'mongft  the  great ; 
If  Honefty  is  Minifter  of  State ; 
If  Pow'r,  the  guardian  of  our  rights  defign'd, 
Is  to  that  great,  that  only  end  confin'd ; 
If  Riches  are  employed  to  blefs  the  poor ; 
If  Law  is  facred,  Liberty  fecure ; 

D  Let 
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Let  but  thefe  fads  depend  on  proofs  of  weight, 
Reafon  declares,  thy  Love  can't  be  too  great, 
And,  in  this  light  could  he  our  Country  view, 
A  very  Hottentot  muft  love  it  too. 

But  if,  by  Fate's  decrees,  you  ou^e  your  birth 
To  feme  mofl  barren  and  penurious  earth. 
Where,  ev'ry  comfort  of  this  life  denied, 
Her  real  wants  are  fcantily  fupplied, 
Where  Pow'r  is  Reafon,  Liberty  a  Joke, 
Laws  never  made,   or  made  but  to  be  broke> 
To  fix  thy  love  on  fuch  a  wretched  fpot 
Becaufe,  in  luft's  wild  fever,  there  begot, 
Becaufe,  thy  weight  no  longer  fit  to  bear, 
By  chance  not  choice,  thy  Mother  dropt  thee  there. 
Is  Folly  which  admits  not  of  defence ; 
It  can't  be  Nature,  for  it  is  not  Senfe. 
By  the  fame  argument  which  here  you  hold, 
(When  Falfliood's  infolent,  let  Truth  be  bold) 
If  Propagation  can  in  torments  dwell, 
A  Devil  muft,  if  born  there,  love  his  hell. 

P.  Had  Fate,  to  whofe  decrees  I  lowly  bend, 
And  e'en  in  punifhment  confefs  a  friend, 

Ordain'd 
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Ordain'd  my  birth  in  fome  place  yet  untried, 

On  purpofc  made  to  mortify  my  pride, 

Where  the  Sun  never  gave  one  glimpfe  of  day, 

Where  Science  never  yet  could  dart  one  ray, 

Had  I  been  born  on  fome  bleak,  blafted  plain 

Of  barren  Scotland,  in  a  Stuart's  reign. 

Or  in  fome  kingdom,  w^here  Men,  weak  or  worfe, 

Turn'd  Nature's  ev'ry  blefling  to  a  curfe. 

Where  crowns  of  Freedom,   by  the  Fathers  won, 

Dropp'd  leaf  by  leaf  from  each  degen'rate  Son, 

In  fpite  of  all  the  wifdom  you  difplay. 

All  you  have  faid,  and  yet  may  have  to  fay. 

My  weaknefs  here,  if  weaknefs,   I  confefs, 

I,  as  my  country,  had  not  lov'd  her  lefs. 

Whether  ftridl  Reafon  bears  me  out  in  this, 
Let  thofe  who,  always  feeking,  always  mifs 
The  ways  of  Reafon,  doubt  with  precious  zeal ; 
Their's  be  the  praife  to  argue,  mine  to  feel. 
Wifh  we  to  trace  this  pafTion  to  the  root, 
We,  like  a  tree,  may  know  it  by  its  fruit, 
From  its  rich  ftem  ten  thoufand  virtues  fpring, 
Ten  thoufand  bleffings  on  its  branches  cling, 

Yet 
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Yet  in  the  circle  of  revolving  years, 
Not  one  misfortune,  not  one  vice  appears. 
Hence  then,  and  what  you  Reafon  call  adore ; 
This,  if  not  Reafon,  muft  be  fomething  more. 

But  (for  I  wifh  not  others  to  confine, 
Be  their  opinions  unreftrain'd  as  mine) 
Whether  this  Love's  of  good,  or  evil  growth, 
A  Vice,  a  Virtue,  or  a  fpice  of  both, 
Let  men  of  nicer  argument  decide; 
If  it  is  virtuous,  footh  an  honefl:  pride 
With  lib'ral  praife ;  if  vicious,  be  content, 
It  is  a  Vice  I  never  can  repent ; 
A  Vice  which,  weigh'd  in  Heav'n,  fliall  more  avail 
Than  ten  cold  virtues  in  the  other  fcale. 

F.  This  wild,  untemper'd  zeal  (which  after  all 
We,  Candour  unimpeach'd,  might  madnefs  call) 
Is  it  a  Virtue  ?  that  You  fcarce  pretend ; 
Or  can  it  be  a  Vice,  like  Virtue's  friend. 
Which  draws  us  off  from,  and  diffolves  the  force 
Of  private  ties,  nay,  flops  us  in  our  courfe 
To  that  grand  obje6l  of  the  human  foul, 
That  nobler  Love  which  comprehends  the  whole. 

Coop'd 
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Coop'd  in  the  limits  of  this  petty  ifle, 
This  nookj  which  fcarce  deferves  a  frown,  or  fmile, 
Weigh'd  with  Creation,  You,   by  whim  undone. 
Give  all  your  thoughts  to  what  is  fcarce  worth  one. 
The  gen'rous  Soul,   by  Nature  taught  to  foar, 
Her  flrength  conlirm'd  in  Philofophic  lore, 
At  one  grand  view  takes  in  a  world  with  eafe. 
And,  feeing  all  mankind,  loves  all  flie  fees. 

P.  Was  it  mofl:  fure,    which  yet  a  doubt  endures, 
Not  found  in  Reafon's  Creed,  though  found  in  your'sj 
That  thefe  two  fervices,  like  what  we're  told 
And  know  of  God's  and  Mammon's,   cannot  hold 
And  draw  together,  that,  however  loth. 
We  neither  ferve,  attempting  to  ferve  both, 
I  could  not  doubt  a  moment  which  to  chufe, 
And  which  in  common  Reafon  to  refufe. 

Invented  oft  for  purpofes  of  Art, 
Born  of  the  head,  tho'  fathered  on  the  heart. 
This  grand  love  of  the  world  muft  be  confeft 
A  barren  fpeculation  at  the  beft. 
Not  one  Man  in  a  thoufand,  fhould  he  live 
Beyond  the  ufual  term  of  life,  could  give, 

E  So 
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So  rare  Occaiion  comes,  and  to  fo  few, 
Proof  whether  his  regards  are  feign'd,  or  true. 

The  Love  we  bear  our  Country,  is  a  root 
Which  never  fails  to  bring  forth  golden  fruit, 
'Tis  in  the  mind  an  everlafting  Spring 
Of  glorious  adlions,   v/hich  become  a  King 
Nor  lefs  become  a  Subjed: ;   'tis  a  debt 
Which  bad  Men,  tho'  they  pay  not,  can  t  forget^ 
A  duty,   which  the  Good  delight  to  pay. 
And  ev'ry  Man  can  pradice  ev'ry  day. 

Nor,  for  my  life  (fo  very  dim  my  eye> 
Or  dull  your  argument)  can  I  defcry 
What  you  with  faith  aflert,  how  that  dear  love 
Which  binds  me  to  my  Country,  can  remove 
And  make  me  of  neceffity  forego, 
That  een'ral  love  which  to  the  world  I  owe. 
Thofe  ties  of  private  nature,  fmall  extent,, 
Tn  which  the  mind  of  narrow  caft  is  pent. 
Are  only  fteps  on  which  the  gen'rous  foul 
Mounts  by  degrees  till  She  includes  the  whole. 
That  fpring  of  Love,  which  in  the  human  mind. 
Founded  on  felf,  flows  narrow  and  confin'd, 
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Enlarges  as  it  rolls,  and  comprehends 
The  focial  Charities  of  blood,  and  friends, 
Till  fmaller  flreams  included,   not  o'erpaft, 
It  rifes  to  our  Country's  love  at  laft. 
And  He,   with  lib'ral  and  enlarged  mind. 
Who  loves  his  Country,  cannot  hate  mankind. 

F.  Friend  as  You  would  appear  to  Common  Senfe, 
Tell  me,  or  think  no  more  of  a  defence. 
Is  it  a  proof  of  love  by  choice  to  run 
A  vagrant  from  Your  country  ? 

P.  Can  the  Son, 
(Shame,   Shame  on  all  fuch  fons)  v^ith  ruthlefs  eye, 
And  heart  more  patient  than  the  flint,  ftand  by. 
And  by  fome  ruffian,  from  all  fhame  divorc'd. 
All  Virtue,  fee  his  honour'd  Mother  forc'd ; 
Then>  no,  by  Him  that  made  m.e,  not  e'en  then, 
Could  I  with  patience,   by  the  word  of  Men, 
Behold  my  Country  plunder'd,   beggar'd,  loft 
Beyond  Redemption,  all  her  glories  crofs'd 
E'en  when  Occaflon  made  them  ripe,  her  fame 
Fled  like  a  dream,   while  She  awakes  to  fhame. 
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F.  Is  it  not  more  the  office  of  a  friend, 
The  office  of  a  Patron,   to  defend 
Her  finking  fcate,  than  baltly  to  decline 
So  great  a  caufe,   and  in  defpair  refign  ? 

P.  Beyond  my  reach,  alas !  the  grievance  lies. 
And,  whilfl:  more  able  Patriots  doubt,  fhe  dies. 
From  a  foul  fource,  more  deep  than  we  fuppofe, 
Fatally  deep  and  dark,   this  grievance  flows. 
'Tis  not  that  Peace  our  glorious  hopes  defeats, 
'Tis  not  the  Voice  of  Fadion  in  the  ftreets, 
'Tis  not  a  srofs  attack  on  Freedom  made, 
'Tis  not  the  arm  of  Privilege  difplay'd 
Againft  the  Subjed,   whilfl:  She  wears  no  fling 
To  difappoint  the  purpofe  of  a  King, 
Thefe  are  no  ills,   or  trifles,  if  compai'd 
With  thofe,   which  are  contriv'd,  tho'  not  declar'd. 

Tell  me,  Philofopher,  is  it  a  crime 
To  pry  into  the  fecret  womb  of  Time, 
Or,  born  in  ignorance,  muft  we  defpair 
To  reach  events,  and  read  the  future  there  ? 
Why,   be  it  fo — ftill  'tis  the  right  of  Man, 
Imparted  by  his  Maker,   where  he  can. 


To 
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To  former  times  and  men  his  eye  to  call, 
And  judge  of  what's  to  come,  by  what  is  paft. 

Should  there  be  found  in  fome  not  diftant  year 
(O  how  I  wifh  to  be  no  Prophet  here) 
Amongft  our  Britifh  Lords  fliould  there  be  found 
Some  great  in  pow'r,   in  principles  unfound, 
Who  look  on  Freedom  with  an  evil  eye, 
In  whom  the  fprings  of  Loyalty  are  dry, 
Who  wifh  to  foar  on  wild  Ambition's  winors. 
Who  hate  the  Commons,   and  who  love  not  Kings, 
Who  would  divide  the  people  and  the  throne 
To  fet  up  fep'rate  int'refts  of  their  own, 
Who  hate  whatever  aids  their  wholfome  growth, 
And  only  join  with,   to  deftroy  them  both. 
Should  there  be  found  fuch  men  in  after-times, 
May  Heav'n  in  mercy  to  our  grievous  crimes 
Allot  fome  milder  vengeance,  nor  to  them, 
And  to  their  rage  this  wretched  land  condemn. 

Thou  God  above,  on  whom  all  States  depend. 
Who  knoweft  from  the  firft  their  rife,   and  end, 
If  there's  a  day  mark'd  in  the  book  of  fate 
When  ruin  muft  involve  our  equal  ftate, 

F  Wlieii 
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When  Law  alas !  muft  be  no  more,   and  we, 
To  Freedom  born,   muft  be  no  longer  free, 
Let  not  a  Mob  of  Tyrants  feize  the  helm, 
Nor  titled  upftarts  league  to  rob  the  realm, 
Let  not,  whatever  other  ills  aflail, 
A  damned  Aristocracy  prevail. 
If,  all  too  fhort,   our  courfe  of  Freedom  run, 
'Tis  thy  good  pleafure  we  fhould  be  undone. 
Let  us,  fome  comfort  in  our  griefs  to  bring, 
Be  flaves  to  one,  and  be  that  one  a  King. 

F.  Poets,  accuftom'd  by  their  trade  to  feign, 
Oft  fubftitute  creations  of  the  brain 
For  real  fubftance,  and,   themfelves  deceiv'd. 
Would  have  the  fidion  by  mankind  believ'd. 
Such  is  your  cafe — but  grant,   to  footh  your  pride, 
That  You  know  more  than  all  the  world  befide, 
Why  deal  in  hints,  why  make  a  moment's  doubt, 
Refolv'dj   and  like  a  Man,  at  once  fpeak  out, 
Shew  us  our  danger,   tell  us  where  it  lies. 
And,  to  enfure  our  fafety,   make  us  wife. 

P.   Rather  than  bear  the  pain  of  thought,  fools  ftray ; 
The  Proud  will  rather  lofe  than  afk  their  way ; 

To 
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To  men  of  Senfe  what  needs  it  to  unfold, 
And  tell  a  tale  which  they  muft  know  untold  ? 
In  the  bad,  Int'reft  warps  the  canker'd  heart, 
The  Good  are  hood-wink'd  by  the  tricks  of  art; 
And  whilft  Arch,  fubtle  Hypocrites  contrive 
To  keep  the  flames  of  difcontent  alive, 
Whilft  They,  with  arts  to  honeft  men  unknown. 
Breed  doubts  between  the  People  and  the  Throne, 
Making  us  fear,  where  Reafon  never  yet 
Allow'd  one  fear,  or  could  one  doubt  admit, 
Themfelves  pafs  unfufpedled  in  difguife, 
And  'gainft  our  real  danger  feal  our  eyes. 

F.  Mark  them,  and  let  their  names  recorded  ftand 
On  Shame's  black  roll,  and  ftink  thro'  all  the  land. 

P.  That  might  fome  Courage,  but  no  Prudence  be; 
No  hurt  to  them,  and  jeopardy  to  me. 

F.  Leave  out  their  names. 

P.  For  that  kind  caution  thanks. 
But  may  not  Judges  fometimes  fill  up  blanks  ? 

F.  Your 
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F.  Your  Country's  laws  in  doubt  then  you  rejedl : 

P.  The  Laws  I  love,  the  Lawyers  I  fufped : 
Amongft  twelve  Judges  may  not  One  be  found, 
(On  bare,  bare  poiTibility  I  ground 
This  wholefome  doubt)  who  may  Enlarge,   Retrench, 
Create,  and  Uncreate,   and  from  the  Bench, 
With  winks,  fmiles,  nods,  and  fuch  like  paltry  arts. 
May  work  and  worm  into  a  jury's  hearts. 
Or,  baffled  there,   may,   turbulent  of  foul, 
Cram.p  their  high  office,  and  their  rights  controul. 
Who  may,  tho'  Judge,  turn  Advocate  at  large, 
And  deal  replies  out  by  the  way  of  charge,  ( 

Making  Interpretation  all  the  way. 
In  fpite  of  Fadls,  his  wicked  will  obey. 
And,  leaving  Law  without  the  lead  defence. 
May  damn  his  Confcience  to  approve  his  Senfe. 

F.  Whilft,  the  true  guardians  of  this  chartered  land. 
In  full  and  perfed  vigour.  Juries  ftand, 
A  Judge  in  vain  fhall  awe,  cajole,  perplex. 

P.  Suppofe  I  fhould  be  tried  in  Middlesex. 

F.  To 
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F.  To  pack  a  Jury  they  will  never  dare. 

P.  There's  no  occafion  to  pack  Juries  there. 

F.  'Gainft  Prejudice  all  arguments  are  weak, 
Reafon  herfelf  without  efFcd;  muft  fpeak. 
Fly  then  thy  Country,  like  a  Coward  fly. 
Renounce  her  int'reftj  and  her  laws  defy. 
But  why,  bewitch'd,  to  India  turn  thy  eyes  ? 
Cannot  our  Europe  thy  vaft  wrath  fuffice  ? 
Cannot  thy  mifbegotten  Mufe  lay  bare 
Her  brawny  arm,  and  play  the  Butcher  there  ? 

P.  Thy  Counfel  taken,  what  Ihould  Satire  do  ? 
Where  could  fhe  find  an  objed  that  is  new  ? 
Thofe  traveird  Youths,  whom  tender  Mothers  wean, 
And  fend  abroad  to  fee,  and  to  be  feen, 
With  whom,  leaft  they  fliould  fornicate,  or  worfe, 
A  Tutor's  fent  by  way  of  a  dry  nurfe. 
Each  of  whom  juft  enough  of  Spirit  bears, 
To  fliew  our  folHes,  and  to  bring  home  their's. 
Have  made  all  Europe's  vices  fo  well  known, 
They  feem  almoft  as  nat'ral  as  our  own. 

G  F.  Will 
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F.  Will  India  for  thy  purpofe  better  do  ? 

P.  In  one  refpcd  at  leaft — there's  fomething  New. 

F.  A  harmlefs  People,  in  whom  Nature  fpeaks 
Free  and  untainted,   'mongft  whom  Satire  feeks,, 
But  vainly  feeks,  fo  fimply  plain  their  hearts,. 
One  bofom  where  to  lodge  her  poifon'd  darts.. 

P.  From  knowledge  fpeak  You  this,  or,  doubt  on  doubt 
Wei(^h'd  and  refolv'd,  hath  Reafon  found  it  out? 
Neither  from  knowledge,  nor  by  Reafon  taught,. 
You  have  Faith  ev'ry  where  but  where  You  oughts 
India  or  Europe — What's  there  in  a  name  ? 
Propenfity  to  vice  in  both  the  famCj 
Nature  alike  in  both  works  for  Man's  good,. 
Alike  in  both  by  Man  himfelf  withjflood,. 
Nabobs,  as  well  as  thofe  who  hunt  them  down, 
Deferve  a  cord  much  better  than  a  crown,. 
And  a  Mogul  can  thrones  as  much  debafe 
As  any  polifh'd  Prince  of  Chriftian  race. 

F.  Could  You,  a  talk  more  hard  than  You  fuppofe,. 
Could  You,  in  ridicule  whilft  Satire  glows, 

Make 
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Make  all  their  follies  to  the  life  appear, 
'Tis  ten  to  one  You  gain  no  credit  here. 
Howe'er  well-drawn,  the  Pidlure  after  all, 
Becaufe  we  know  not  the  Original, 
Would  not  find  favour  in  the  public  eye. 

P..  That,  having  your  good  leave,  I  mean  to  try. 
And  if  Your  obfervations  fterling  hold, 
If  the  Piece  fhould  be  heavy,  tame,   and  cold, 
To  make  it  to  the  fide  of  Nature  lean, 
And,   meaning  nothing,  fomething  feem  to  mean, 
To  make  the  whole  m  lively  colours  glow. 
To  bring  before  us  fomething  that  we  know, 
And  from  all  honeft  men  applaufe  to  win, 
I'll  groupe  the  Company,  and  put  them  in. 

F.  Be  that  ungen'rous  thought  by  fhame  fupprefs'd. 
Add  not  diftrefs  to  thofe  too  much  diftrefs'd. 
Have  They  not,  by  blind  Zeal  mifled,  laid  bare 
Thofe  fores  which  never  might  endure  the  air  ? 
Have  They  not  brought  their  myfieries  fo  low 
That  what  the  Wife  fufpedled  not ;   Fools  know  ? 
From  their  firfl:  rife  e'en  to  the  prefent  hour 
Have  They  not  prov'd  their  own  abufe  of  pow'r, 

Mad( 
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Made  it  impoflible,  if  fairly  view'd, 
Ever  to  have  that  dang'rous  pow'r  renew'd, 
Whilft,  unfeduc'd  by  Minifters,  the  throne 
Regards  our  Interefts,  and  knows  its  ovv^n. 

P.  Should  ev'ry  other  fubjed  chance  to  fail, 
Thofe  who  have  fail'd,  and  thofe  who  wifh'd  to  fail 
In  the  laft  Fleet,  afford  an  ample  field 
Which  muft  beyond  my  hopes  a  harveft  yield. 

-    F.  On  fuch  vile  food  Satire  can  never  thrive, 

P.  She  cannot  ftarve,  if  there  was  only  Clive. 


HE         END. 


THE 


TIMES. 


THE 


TIMES. 


THE  Time  hath  been,  a  Boyifli,  Blufhing  Time, 
When  Modefty  was  fcarcely  held  a  crime, 
When  the  moft  Wicked  had  fome  touch  of  grace, 
And  trembled  to  meet  Virtue  face  to  face, 
When  Thofe,  who,  in  the  caufe  of  Sin  grown  grey, 
Had  ferv'd  her  without  grudging  day  by  day, 
Were  yet  fo  weak  an  awkward  fhame  to  feel, 
And  ftrove  that  glorious  fervice  to  conceal. 
We,  better  bred,  and  than  our  Sires  more  wife. 
Such  paultry  narrownefs  of  foul  defpife. 
To  Virtue  ev'ry  mean  pretence  difclaim. 
Lay  bare  our  crimes,  and  glory  in  our  fhame. 

B  Time 
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Time  was,  e'er  Temperance  had  fled  the  realm ; 
E're  Luxury  fat  guttling  at  the  helm 
From  meal  to  meal,  without  one  moment's  fpace 
RefervM  for  bufmefs,  or  allow'd  for  grace; 
E're  Vanity  had  fo  far  conquer'd  Senfe 
To  make  us  all  wild  rivals  in  expence. 
To  make  one  Fool  ftrive  to  outvye  another. 
And  cv'ry  coxcomb  drefs  againft  his  brother; 
E're  banifh'd  Induftry  had  left  our  fhores, 
And  Labour  was  by  Pride  kick'd  out  of  doors; 
E're  Idlenefs  prevail'd  fole  Queen  in  Courts, 
Or  only  yielded  to  a  rage  for  fports ;. 
E're  eacli  weak  mind  was  with  externals  caughtj 
And  Diffipatioii  held  the  place  of  Thought; 
E're  gambling  Lords  in  Vice  fo  far  were  gone 
To  cog  the  die,  and  bid  the  Sun  look  on  ; 
E're  a  great  Nation,  not  lefs  juft  than  free. 
Was  made  a  beggar  by  OEconomy ; 
E're  rugged  Honefty  was  out  of  vogue, 
E're  Fafliion  ftamp'd  her  fandion  on  the  rogue; 
Time  was,  that  Men  had  confcience,  that  they  made 
Scruples  to  owe,  what  never  could  be  paid. 


Was 
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Was  One  then  found,  however  high  his  name, 
So  far  above  his  fellows  damn'd  to  fhame. 
Who  dar'd  abufe,   and  falfify  his  truft, 
Who,   being  great,   yet  dar'd  to  be  unjuft, 
Shunn'd  like  a  plague,   or  but  at  diftance  view'dj 
He  walk'd  the  crouded  ftreets  in  Solitude, 
Nor  could  his  rank,   and  ftation  in  the  land 
Bribe  one  mean  knave  to  take  him  by  the  hand. 
Such  rigid  maxims  (O,   might  fuch  revive 
To  keep  expiring  Honefty  alive) 
Made  rogues,  all  other  hopes  of  fame  denied. 
Not  juft  thro'  principle,   be  juft  thro'  pride. 

Our  Times,  more  polifh'd,  wear  a  difFrent  face ; 
Debts  are  an  Honour  ;   Payment  a  difgrace. 
Men  of  weak  minds,  high-plac'd  on  Folly's  lift. 
May  gravely  tell  us  Trade  cannot  fubfift, 
Nor  all-  thofe  Thoufands  who're  in  Trade  employ'd, 
If  faith  'twixt  Man  and  Man  is  once  deftroy'd. 
Why — be  it  fo— We  in  that  point  accord. 
But  what  is  Trade,  and  Tradefmen  to  a  Lord. 

Faber,   from  day  to  day,   from  year  to  year, 
Hath  had  the  cries  of  tradefmen  in  his  ear, 

C  Of 
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Of  tradefmen  by  his  Villainy  betray'd, 
And,  vainly  feeking  Juftice,  bankrupts  made. 
What  is't  to  Faber?  Lordly  as  before, 
He  lits  at  eafe,  and  lives  to  ruin  more. 
Fix'd  at  his  door,   as  motionlefs  as  ftone, 
Begging,  but  only  begging  for  their  own, 
Unheard  they  ftand,  or  only  heard  by  Thofe, 
Thofe  flaves  in  Livery,  who  mock  their  woes. 
What  is't  to  Faber?  he  continues  great, 
Lives  on  in  grandeur,  and  runs  out  in  ftate. 
The  helplefs  Widow,  wrung  with  deep  defpair, 
In  bitter nefs  of  foul,  pours  forth  her  pray'r, 
Hugging  her  ftarving  babes,   with  ftreaming  eyes, 
And  calls  down  vengeance,  vengeance  from  the  fkies. 
What  is't  to  Faber?  he  ftands  fafe  and  clear 
Heav'n  can  commence  no  legal  adlion  here, 
And  on  his  breaft  a  mighty  plate  he  wears, 
A  plate  more  firm  than  triple  brafs,  whiph  bears 
The  name  of  Privilege,   'gainft  vulgar  awe; 
He  feels  no  Confcience,  and  he  fears  no  Law. 

Nor  think,  acquainted  with  fmall  knaves  alone, 
Vv'ho  have  not  fhame  outliv'd,  and  grace  outgrown, 

The 
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The  great  World  hidden  from  thy  reptile  view, 
That  on  fuch  Men,  to  whom  Contempt  is  due, 
Contempt  fhall  fall,  and  their  vile  Author's  name 
Recorded  ftand  thro'  all  the  land  of  fhame. 
No— to  his  porch,  like  Perfians  to  the  Sun, 
Behold  contending  crowds  of  Courtiers  run ; 
See,  to  his  aid  what  noble  troops  advance, 
All  fworn  to  keep  his  crimes  in  Countenance. 
Nor  wonder  at  it — They  partake  the  charge. 
As  fmall  their  Confcience,  and  their  debts  as  large. 

Propp'd  by  fuch  Clients,  and  without  controul 
From  all  that's  honeft  in  the  human  foul, 
In  Grandeur  mean,  with  infolence  unjuft, 
Whilft  none  but  knaves  can  praife,  and  Fools  will  truft, 
Carefs'd  and  Courted,  Faber  feems  to  ftand 
A  mighty  Pillar  in  a  guilty  land. 
And  (a  fad  truth  to  which  fucceeding  times 
Will  fcarce  give  credit,  when  'tis  told  in  rimes) 
Did  not  ftrict  Honour  with  a  jealous  eye 
Watch  round  the  Throne,   did  not  true  Piety, 
(Who,   link'd  with  Honour  for  the  nobleft  ends, 
Ranks  none  but  honeft  Men  amongft  her  friends) 

Forbid 
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Forbid  us  to  be  crufli'd  with  fuch  a  weight. 
He  misfht  in  time  be  Minifter  of  State. 

But  why  enlarge  I  on  fuch  petty  crimes  ? 
They  might  have  fhock'd  the  faith  of  former  times,. 
But  now  are  held  as  Nothing — We  begin, 
Where  our  Sires  ended,   and  improve  in  Sin, 
Rack  our  invention,  and  leave  nothing  new 
In  vice,  and  folly  for  our  fons  to  do. 

Nor  deem  this  cenfure  hard ;   there's  not  a  place 
Moft  confecrate  to  purpofes  of  grace,. 
Which  Vice  hath  not  polluted  ;   none  fo  high, 
But  with  bold  pinion  She  hath  dar'd  to  fly. 
And  build  there  for  her  pleafure ;   none  fo  low. 
But  She  hath  crept  into  it,   made  it  know. 
And  feel  her  pow'r ;  in  Courts,  in  Camps  She  reigns. 
O'er  fober  Citizens,  and  Ample  Swains,. 
E'en  in  our  temples  She  hath  fix'd  her  throne. 
And  'bove  God's  holy  altars  plac'd  her  own. 


More  to  increafe  the  horrour  of  our  State, 
To  make  her  Empire  lafting  as  'tis  great, 


To 
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To  make  us  in  full-grown  Perfedion  feel 
Curfes  which  neither  Art,   nor  Time  can  heal, 
All  Shame  difcarded,  all  remains  of  pride, 
Meanness  fits  crown'd,  and  triumphs  by  her  fide. 
Meanness,  who  gleans  out  of  the  human  mind 
Thofe  few  good  feeds  which  Vice  had  left  behind, 
Thofe  feeds  which  might  in  time  to  Virtue  tend, 
And  leaves  the  Soul  without  a  pow'r  to  mend ; 
Meanness,   at  fight  of  whom,  with  brave  difdaiii 
The  breaft  of  Manhood  fwells,   but  fwells  in  vain, 
Before  whom  Honour  makes  a  forc'd  retreat. 
And  Freedom  is  compell'd  to  quit  her  feat ; 
Meanness  which,   like  that  mark  by  bloody  Cain 
Borne  in  his  forehead  for  a  brother  fiain, 
God,   in  his  great  and  all-fubduing  rage. 
Ordains  the  ftanding  mark  of  this  vile  age. 

The  venal  Heroe  trucks  his  fame  for  gold, 
The  Patriot's  virtue  for  a  place  is  fold. 
The  Statefman  bargains  for  his  Country's  fhame. 
And  for  preferment  Priefts  their  God  difclaim. 
Worn  out  with  luft,   her  day  of  letch'ry  o'er, 
The  Mother  trains  the  daughter  which  She  bore 

D  In 
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In  her  own  paths ;   The  Father  aids  the  plan, 
And,   when  the  Innocent  is  ripe  for  Man, 
Sells  her  to  fome  old  Letcher  for  a  wife, 
And  makes  her  an  Adulterefs  for  life, 
Or  in  the  papers  bids  his  name  appear, 

And  advertifes  for  a  L *; 

Hufband  and  Wife  (whom  Av'rice  miift  applaud) 
Ao-ree  to  fiive  the  charge  of  Pimp  and  Bawd ; 
Thofe  parts  they  play  themfeh^es,  a  frugal  pair, 
And  {hare  the  infamy,   the  gain  to  fhare, 
Well-pleas'd  to  find,  when  They  the  profits  tell. 
That  they  have  play'd  the  whore  and  rogue  fo  welL 

Nor  are  thefe  things  (which  might  imply  a  fpark 
Of  Shame  ftill  left)  tranfadled  in  the  dark, 
jsjo — to  the  Public  they  are  open  laid. 
And  carried  on  like  any  other  trade. 
Scorning  to  mince  damnation,  and  too  proud 
To  work  the  works  of  darknefs  in  a  cloud. 
In  fuUeft  vigour  Vice  maintains  her  fway : 
Free  are  her  Marts,  and  open  at  noon-day. 
Meanness,  now  wed  to  Impudence,  no  more 
In  darknefs  fkulks,  and  trembles  as  of  yore 

When 
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When  the  Light  breaks  upon  her  coward  eye ; 

Boldly  She  ftalks  on  earth,   and  to  the  iky 

Lifts  her  proud  head,   nor  fears  leafl:  time  abate, 

And  turn  her  Hufband's  love  to  canker'd  hate, 

Since  Fate,   to  make  them  more  fincerely  one. 

Hath  crown'd  their  loves  with  Mouk^tague  their  fon. 

A  Son,   fo  like  his  Dam,   fo  like  his  Sire, 

With  all  the  Mother's  craft,   the  Father's  fire, 

An  Image  fo  exprefs  in  ev'ry  part, 

So  like  in  all  bad  qualities  of  heart, 

That,   had  They  fifty  children.   He  alone 

Would  ftand  as  Heir  Apparent  to  the  throne. 

With  our  own  Ifland  vices  not  content. 
We  rob  our  neighbours  on  the  Continent, 
Dance  Europe  round,   and  vifit  ev'ry  court 
To  ape  their  follies,   and  their  crimes  import. 
To  diff'rent  lands  for  diif'rent  fins  we  roam, 
And,   richly  freighted,   bring  our  cargoe  home, 
Nobly  induftrious  to  make  vice  appear 
In  her  full  State,  and  perfed:  only  here. 


To  Holland,   where  Politenefs  ever  reisns. 
Where  primitive  Sincerity  remains, 

And 
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And  makes  a  ftand,   where  Freedom  in  her  courfe 
Flath  left  her  name,   tho'  fhc  hath  loft  her  force 
In  that,   as  other  lands,   where  fimple  Trade 
Was  never  in  the  garb  of  Fraud  array'd. 
Where  Av'rice  never  dar'd  to  fhew  his  head, 
Where,   like  a  fmiling  Cherub,  Mercy,   led 
By  Reafon,   bleffes  the  fw^eet-blooded  race, 
And  Cruelty  could  never  find  a  place. 
To  Holland  for  that  Charity  we  roam, 
Which  happily  begins,   and  ends  at  home. 

France,  in  return  for  peace  and  powV  reftor'd. 
For  all  thofe  Countries,   which  the  Heroe's  fword 
Unprofitably  purchas'd,   idly  thrown 
Into  her  lap,   and  made  once  more  her  own. 
France  hath  afforded  large  and  rich  fupplies 
Of  Vanities  full-trim.m'd,   of  polifli'd  lies. 
Of  foothing  flatteries,   w^hich  thro'  the  ears 
Steal  to,  and  melt  the  heart,   of  flavifli  fears 
Which  break  the  Spirit,  and  of  abjedl  fraud — 
For  which  alas !  we  need  not  fend  abroad. 

Spain  gives  us  Pride — which  Spain  to  all  the  earth, 
May  largely  give,   nor  fear  herfelf  a  dearth — 

Gives 
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Gives  us  that  Jealoufy,  which,  born  of  fear 
And  mean  diftruftj  grows  not  by  Nature  here — 
Gives  us  that  Superftition,   which  pretends 
By  the  worft  means  to  fetve  the  beft  of  ends — 
That  Cruelty,  which,  ftranger  to  the  brave, 
Dwells  only  with  the  Coward,  and  the  Slave, 
That  Cruelty,  which  led  her  Chriftian  bands 
With  more  than  favage  rage  o'er  favage  land^, 
Bade  her  without  remorfe  whole  countries  thin, 
And  hold  of  nought,  but  Mercy,  as  a  fin. 

Italia,  nurfe  of  ev'ry  fofter  art. 
Who,  feigning  to  refine,  unmans  the  heart. 
Who  lays  the  realms  of  Senfe  and  Virtue  wafte. 
Who  marrs  whilft  She  pretends  to  mend  our  tafte, 
Italia,  to  compleat  and  crown  our  fliame. 
Sends  us  a  Fiend,  and  Legion  is  his  name. 
The  Farce  of  greatnefs,  without  being  great, 
Pride  without  Pow'r,  Titles  without  Eftate, 
Souls  without  vigour.  Bodies  without  force, 
Hate  without  caufe.  Revenge  without  Remorfe, 
Dark,  mean  Revenge,  Murder  without  defence, 
Jealoufy  without  Love,  Sound  without  Scnfc, 
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Mirth  without  Humour,  without  Wit  Grimace, 

Faith  without  Reafon,  Gofpel  without  Grace, 

Zeal  without  Knowledge,   without  Nature  Art, 

Men  without  Manhood,  Wome,n  without  Heart, 

Half-MtUy  who,  dry  and  pithlefs,  are  debarr'd 

From  Man's  beft  joys--no  fooner  made  than  marr'd — 

Half-Mtv\y  whom  many  a  rich  and  noble  Dame, 

To  ferve  her  luft,  and  yet  fecure  her  fame, 

Keeps  on  high  diet,  as  We  Capons  feed,. 

To  glut  our  appetites  at  laft  decreed, 

JVomen,  who  dance,  in  poflures  fo  obfcene, 

They  might  awaken  fliame  in  Aretine,. 

Who,  when,  retir'd  from  the  day's  piercing  lights 

They  celebrate  the  myfteries  of  night,. 

Might  make  the  Mufes,.  in  a  corner  plac'd 

To  view  their  monftrous  lufts,  deem  Sappho  chafte; 

Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  follies  rank  as  thefe, 

A  thoufand  faults,   ten  thoufand  Fools,  who  pleafe 

Our  pall'd  and  fickly  tafte,  ten  thoufand  knaves. 

Who  ferve  our  foes  as  fpies,  and  us  as  flaves,^ 

Who  by  degrees,  and  unperceiv'd  prepare 

Our  necks  for  chains  which  they  already  wear, 

Madly  we  entertain,  at  the  expence 

Of  Fame,  of  Virtue,  Tafte,  and  Common-Senfe. 

Nor 
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Nor  ftop  we  here — the  foft  luxurious  East, 
Where  Man,  his  foul  degraded,  from  the  Beaft 
In  nothing  different  but  in  fhape  we  view. 
They  walk  on  four  legs,  and  he  walks  on  two, 
Attracts  our  eye,   and,  flowing  from  that  fource, 
Sins  of  the  blackefl:  charader,  Sins  worfe 
Than  all  her  plagues,  which  truly  to  unfold 
Would  make  the  beft  blood  in  my  veins  run  cold. 
And  ftrike  all  Manhood  dead,  which  but  to  name 
Would  call  up  in  my  cheeks  the  marks  of  fhame. 
Sins,   if  fuch  Sins  can  be,  which  fhut  out  grace, 
Which  for  the  guilty  leave  no  hope,  no  place 
E'en  in  God's  mercy.  Sins  'gainft  Nature's  plan 
Pofiefs  the  land  at  large,  and  Man  for  Man 
Burns  in  thofe  fires,  which  Hell  alone  could  raife 
To  make  him  more  than  damn'd,   which,  in  the  days 
Gf  punifhment,   when  guilt  becomes  her  prey. 
With  all  her  tortures  She  can  fcarce  repay. 

Be  Grace  fhut  out,   be  Mercy  deaf,  let  God 
With  tenfold  terrours  arm  that  dreadful  nod 
Which  fpeaks  them  loft,  and  fentenc'd  to  defpair^ 
Diftending  wide  her  jaws,  let  Hell  prepare 
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For  Thofe  who  thus  ofFend  amongfl:  Mankind, 

A  fire  more  fierce,  and  tortures  more  refin'd ; 

On  Earth,  which  groans  beneath  their  monftrous  weight, 

On  Earth,  alas !  They  meet  a  diif'rent  fate. 

And  vvhilft  the  Laws,  falfe  grace,  falfe  mercy  (hewn, 

Are  taught  to  wear  a  foftnefs  not  their  own. 

Men,  whom  the  Beafts  would  fpurn,  fhould  they  appear 

Amongfl:  the  honefl:  herd,   find  refuge  here. 

No  longer  by  vain  fear,  or  fliame  controul'd. 
From  long,  too  long  Security  grown  bold, 
Mocking  rebuke,  they  brave  it  in  our  ftreets, 
And  LuMLEY  e'en  at  noon  his  miftrefs  meets. 
So  public  in  their  crimes,  fo  daring  grown, 
They  almoft  take  a  pride  to  have  them  known, 
And  each  unnat'ral  Villain  fcarce  endures 
To  make  a  fecret  of  his  vile  amours. 
Go  where  We  will,  at  evVy  time  and  place, 
Sodom  confronts,  and  flares  us  in  the  face ; 
They  ply  in  public  at  our  very  doors 
And  take  the  bread  from  much  more  honefl:  Whores. 
Thofe  who  are  mean  high  Paramours  fecurc, 
And  the  rich  guilty  fcreen  the  guilty  poor; 

The 
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The  Sin  too  proud  to  feel  from  Reafon  awe, 
And  Thofe,  who  pradife  it,   too  great  for  Law. 

Wo7nan^  the  pride  and  happinefs  of  Man, 
Without  whofe  foft  endearments  Narure's  plan 
Had  been  a  blank,  and  Life  not  worth  a  thought ; 
Wo7nan^  by  all  the  Loves  and  Graces  taught, 
With  fofteft  arts,  and  fure,   tho'  hidden  fkill 
To  humanize,  and  mould  us  to  her  will ; 
Wojnan^  with  more  than  common  grace  form'd  hej-e. 
With  the  perfuafive  language  of  a  tear 
To  melt  the  rugged  temper  of  our  Ifle, 
Or  win  us  to  her  purpofe  with  a  fmile ; 
Woman^   by  fate  the  quickeft  fpur  decreed, 
The  faireft,   beft  reward  of  evVy  deed 
Which  bears  the  ftamp  of  honour,  at  whofe  name 
Our  antient  Heroes  caught  a  quicker  flame, 
And  dar'd  beyond  belief,   whilft  o'er  the  plain. 
Spurning  the  carcafes  of  Princes  flain, 
Confufion  proudly  ftrode,   whilft  Horroiir  blew 
The  fatal  trump,  and  Death  ftalk'd  full  in  \'iew ; 
JVoffian  is  out  of  date,   a  thing  thrown  by 
As  having  loft  its  ufe ;   No  more  the  Eye 

F  Witii 
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With  female  beauty  caught,  in  wild  amaze, 

Gazes  entranc'd,  and  could  for  ever  gaze ; 

No  more  the  Heart,  that  feat  where  Love  refides,. 

Each  Breath  drawn  quick  and  fhort,  in  fuller  tides 

Life  porting  thro'  the  veins,   each  pulfe  on  tire, 

And  the  whole  body  tingling  with  defire, 

Pants  for  thofe  charms,  which  Virtue  might  engage 

To  break  his  vow,  and  thaw  the  froft  of  age. 

Bidding  each  trembling  nerve,  each  mufcle  ftrain. 

And  giving  pleafure  Avhich  is  almoft  pain. 

Women  are  kept  for  nothing  but  the  breed ; 

For  pleafure  we  muft  have  a  Ganymede, 

A  fine,   frefh  Hylas,  a  delicious  boy. 

To  ferve  our  purpofes  of  beaftly  joy. 

Faireft  of  Nymphs,  where  ev'ry  Nymph  is  fair. 
Whom  Nature  form'd  with  more  than  common  care, 
With  more  than  common  care  whom  Art  improv'd. 
And  Both  declar'd  moft  worthy  to  be  lov'd, 

negleded  wanders,  whilft  a  croud 

Purfue,   and  confccrate  the  fteps 

She,   haplefs  maid,  born  in  a  wretched  hour, 
Waftes  life's  gay  prime  in  vain,  like  fome  fair  flowV, 

Sweet 
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Sweet  in  its  fcent,   and     .  ely  in  its  hue, 

Which  withers  on  the  ftalk  from  whence  it  grew, 

And  dies  uncropp'd,   whiift  He,   admir'd,  careft, 

Belov'd,  and  ev'ry  where  a  welcome  gueft, 

With  Brutes  of  rank  and  fortune  plays  the  Whore, 

For  their  unnat'ral  luft  a  Common  SewV. 

Dine  with  Apicius — at  his  fumptuous  board 
Find  all,   the  w^orld  of  dainties  can  afford-— 
And  yet  (fo  much  diftemper'd  Spirits  pall 
The  fickly  appetite)  amidft  them  all 
Apicius  finds  no  joy,   but,  whiift  he  carves 
For  evVy  gueft,   the  Landlord  fits  and  ftarves. 

The  foreft  Haunch,  fine,  fat,  in  flavour  high, 
Kept  to  a  moment,   fmokes  before  his  eye. 
But  fmokes  in  vain  ;   his  heedlefs  eye  runs  o'er 
And  loathes  what  He  had  deified  before ; 
The  Turtle,  of  a  great  and  glorious  fize. 
Worth  its  own  weight  in  gold,   a  mighty  prize 
For  which  a  Man  of  Tafte  all  rifques  would  run, 
Itfelf  a  fcaft,  and  evVy  difti  in  one. 
The  Turtle  in  luxurious  pomp  comes  in. 
Kept,  kiird,  cut  up,  prepared,  and  dreft  by  Quin  ; 
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In  vain  it  comes,   in  vain  lies  full  in  view ; 
As  QuiN  hath  dreft  it,   he  may  eat  it  too, 
Apicius  cannot — When  the  glafs  goes  round, 
Quick-circling,   and  the  roofs  with  mirth  refound, 
Sober  he  fits,  and  filent — all  alone 
Tho'  in  a  croud,  and  to  himfelf  fcarce  known, 
On  grief  he  feeds,   nor  friends  can  cure,   nor  wine 
Sufpend  his  cares,  and  make  him  ceafe  to  pine. 

Why  mourns  Apicius  thus  ?  why  runs  his  eye, 
Heedlefs,  o'er  delicates,   which  from  the  fxzy 
Might  call  down  Jove  ?  Where  now  his  gen'rous  wifli 
That,   to  invent  a  new  and  better  difh,  / 

The  World  might  burn,   and  all  mankind  expire, 
So  he  might  roaft  a  Phoenix  at  the  fire. 
Why  fwims  that  eye  in  tears,  which,   thro'  a  race 
Of  fixty  years,   ne'er  fiiew'd  one  fign  of  grace? 
Why  feels  that  heart,   which  never  felt  before  ? 
Why  doth  that  pamper'd  glutton  eat  no  more, 
Who  only  liv'd  to  eat,   his  Stomach  pall'd. 
And  drown'd  in  floods  of  forrovv  ?  hath  Fate  call'd 
His  Father  from  the  grave  to  fccond  life  ? 
Hath  Clodius  on  his  hands  return'd  his  Wife, 

Or 
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Or  hath  the  Law,  by  ftrideft  jufticc  taught, 
Compeird  him  to  reftore  the  dow'r  She  brought  ? 
Hath  Tome  bold  Creditor  againft  his  will 
Brought  in,  and  forc'd  him  to  difcharge  a  bill. 
Where  Eating  had  no  fhare  ?  Hath  fome  vain  Wench 
Run  out  his  wealth,  and  forc'd  him  to  retrench? 
Hath  any  rival  Glutton  got  the  ftart. 
And  beat  him  in  his  own  luxurious  art, 
Bought  cates  for  which  Apicius  could  not  pay, 
Or  dreft  old  dainties  in  a  newer  way  ? 
Hath  his  Cook,  worthy  to  be  flain  with  rods, 
Spoird  a  difh,  fit  to  entertain  the  Gods, 
Or  hath  fome  Varlet,  crofs'd  by  cruel  fate. 
Thrown  down  the  price  of  Empires  in  a  plate  ? 

None,  none  of  thefe — his  Servants  all  are  try'd, 
So  fure,   they  walk  on  ice,  and  never  Aide; 
His  Cook,  an  acquifition  made  in  France, 
Might  put  a  Cloe  out  of  countenance, 
Nor,  tho'  old  Holles  ftill  maintains  his  ftand, 
Hath  He  one  rival  glutton  in  the  land; 
Women  are  all  the  objedis  of  his  hate,. 
His  debts  are  all  unpaid,  and  yet  his  ftate 
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In  full  fecurity  and  triumph  held, 

Unlefs  for  once  a  Knave  fliould  be  expell'd ; 

His  Wife  is  ftill  a  Whore,  and  in  his  povv'r 

The  Woman  gone,  he  ftill  retains  the  dow'r ; 

Sound  in  the  grave  (thanks  to  his  filial  care 

V/hich  mix'd  the  draught,  and  kindly  fent  him  there) 

His  Father  fleeps,  and,  till  the  laft  trump  fliake 

The  corners  of  the  earth,  fiiall  not  awake. 

Whence  flows  this  Sorrow  then  ?  behind  his  chair 
Did'ft  Thou  not  fee,  deck'd  with  a  Solitaire 
Which  on  his  bare  breaft  glitt'ring  play'd,   and  grac'd 
With  niceft  ornaments,  a  Stripling  plac'd, 
A  Smooth,  Smug,   Stripling  in  life's  faireft  prime? 
Did'ft  Thou  not  mind  too,  how  from  time  to  time, 
The  monftrous  Letcher,  tempted  to  defpife 
All  other  dainties,  thither  turn'd  his  eyes  ? 
How  He  feem'd  inly  to  reproach  us  all. 
Who  ftrove  his  fix'd  attention  to  recall. 
And  how  He  wifli'd,  e'en  at  the  Time  of  grace. 
Like  Janus,  to  have  had  a  double  face  ? 
His  caufe  of  grief  behold  in  that  fair  Boy ; 
Apicius  dotes,  and  Corydon  is  coy. 
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Vain  and  unthinking  Stripling !  When  the  glafs 
Meets  thy  too  curious  eye,   and,   as  You  pafs, 
Flatt'ring,  prefents  in  fmiles  thy  image  there, 
Why  doft  Thou  blefs  the  Gods,  who  made  Thee  fair? 
Blame  their  large  bounties,  and  with  reafon  blame ; 
Curfe,   curfe  thy  beauty,  for  It  leads  to  fhame. 
When  thy  hot  Lord,  to  work  Thee  to  his  end, 
Bids  fhow'rs  of  gold  into  thy  breaft  defcend, 
Sufped:  his  gifts,  nor  the  vile  giver  truft ; 
They're  baits  for  Virtue,  and  fmell  ftrong  of  luft. 
On  thofe  gay,   gaudy  trappings,   which  adorn 
The  temple  of  thy  body,  look  with  fcorn, 
View  them  with  horrour,  they  pollution  mean 
And  deepeft  ruin ;   Thou  haft  often  feen, 
From  'mongft  the  herd,  the  faireft  and  the  beft 
Carefully  fingled  out,  and  richly  dreft. 
With  grandeur  mock'd,  for  facrifice  decreed, 
Only  in  greater  pomp  at  laft  to  bleed. 
Be  warn'd  in  time,  the  threat'ned  danger  fliun. 
To  ftay  a  moment  is  to  be  undone. 
What  tho',   temptation  proof,  thy  Virtue  fbine, 
Nor  bribes  can  move,  nor  arts  can  undermine. 
All  other  methods  failing,   one  refource 
Is  ftill  behind,  and  Thou  muft  yield  to  force. 
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Paint  to  thyfelf  the  horrors  of  a  rape, 
Moft  ftrongly  paint,  and,  while  Thou  can'fl:  efcape^ 
Mind  not  his  promifes— They're  made  in  fport — 
Made  to  be  broke — Was  He  not  bred  at  Court  ? 
Truft  not  his  Honour;   He's  a  Man  of  birth; 
Attend  not  to  his  oaths — They're  made  on  earth_^. 
Not  regift'red  in  Heav'n— He  mocks  at  grace, 
And  in  his  Creed  God  never  found  a  place— - 
Look  not  for  Confcience— for  He  knows  her  not. 
So  long  a  Stranger,   fhe  is  quite  forgot — 
Nor  think  thyfelf  in  Law  fecure  and  firm — 
Thy  Mafter  is  a  Lord,   and  Thou  a  Worm, 
A  poor  mean  Reptile,   never  meant  to  think. 
Who,  being  well  fupplied  with  meat  and  drink, 
And  fuffer'd  juft  to  crawl  from  place  to  place, 
Muft  ferve  his  lufts,  and  think  he  does  Thee  grace. 

Fly  then,  whilft  yet  'tis  in  thy  pow'r  to  fly, 
But  whither  can'ft  Thou  go?  on  Whom  rely 
For  wifli'd  protection?  Virtue's  fure  to  meet 
An  armed  hoft  of  foes,  in  ev'ry  ftreet. 
What  boots  It,  of  Apicius  fearful  grown. 
Headlong  to  fly  into  the  arms  of  Stone, 
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Or  why  take  refuge  in  the  houfe  of  pray'r, 

If  fure  to  meet  with  an  Apicius  there? 

Truft  not  Old  Age,   which  will  thy  faith  betray ; 

Saint  Socrates  is  ftill  a  Goat,   tho'  grey; 

Truft  not  green  Youth  ;   Florio  will  fcarce  go  down, 

And,   at  eighteen,  hath  furfeited  the  Town  ; 

Truft  not  to  Rakes — alas !   'tis  all  pretence— 

They  take  up  Raking  only  as  a  fence 

'Gainft  Common  fame place  H in  thy  view  \ 

He  keeps  one  Whore,  as  Barrowby  kept  two; 

Truft  not  to  Marriage — T took  a  Wife, 

Who  chafte  as  Dian  might  have  pafs'd  her  life, 
Had  She  not,  far  more  prudent  in  her  aim, 
(To  propagate  the  honours  of  his  name. 
And  fave  expiring  titles)  taken  care 
Without  his  knowledge  to  provide  an  heir ; 
Truft  not  to  Marriage,   in  Mankind  unread  ; 
S 's  a  married  man,   and  S new  wed. 

Would'ft  Thou  be  fafe  ?  Society  forfwcar, 
Fly  to  the  defart,  and  fcek  flicker  there, 
Herd  with  the  Brutes — they  follow  Nature's  plan— 
There's  not  one  Brute  fo  dangerous  as  Man 
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In  Afric's  wilds— 'mongft  them  that  refuge  find 
Which  Luft  denies  thee  here  among  Mankind  ; 
Renounce  thy  name,   thy  nature,   and  no  more 
Pique  thy  vain  pride  on  Manhood,   on  all  four 
Walk,  as  You  fee  thofe  honeft  creatures  do, 
And  quite  forget  that  once  You  walk'd  on  Two 


But,   if  the  thoughts  of  Solitude  alarm, 
And  Social  life  hath  one  remaining  charm, 
If  ftill  Thou  art  to  jeopardy  decreed 
Amongft  the  monflers  of  Augusta's  breed. 
Lay  by  thy  fex,  thy  fafety  to  procure  ; 
Put  off  the  Man,  from  Men  to  live  fecure ; 
Go  forth  a  w^oman  to  the  public  view 
And  with  their  garb  afiume  their  manners  too. 
Had  the  light-footed  Greek  of  Chiron's  fchool 
Been  wife  enough  to  keep  this  fingle  rule, 
The -Maudlin  Heroe,   like  a  puling  boy 
Robb'd  of  his  play-thing,   on  the  plains  of  Troy 
Had  never  blubber'd  at  Patroclus'  tomb, 
And  plac'd  his  Minion  in  his  Miftrefs'  room. 
Be  not  in  this  than  Catamites  more  nice. 
Do  that  for  Virtue,  which  they  do  for  vice. 


Thus 
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Thus  fhalt  Thou  pafs  untainted  life's  gay  bloom, 
Thus  ftand  uncourted  in  the  drawing  room, 
At  midnight  thus,  untempted,  walk  the  ftreet, 
And  run  no  danger  but  of  being  beat. 

Where  is  the  Mother,  whofe  officious  zeal 
Difcreetly  judging  what  her  Daughters  feel 
By  what  She  felt  herfelf  in  days  of  yore, 
Againft  that  Letcher  Man  makes  faft  the  door, 
Who  not  permits,  e'en  for  the  fake  of  pray'r, 
A  Prieft,  uncaftrated,   to  enter  there. 
Nor  (could  her  wilhies,   and  her  care  prevail) 
Would  fuiFer  in  the  houfe  a  fly  that's  male  ? 
Let  Her  difcharge  her  cares,   throw  wide  her  doors. 
Her  daughters  cannot,   if  They  would,   be  Whores, 
Nor  can  a  Man  be  found,  as  Times  now  go. 
Who  thinks  it  worth  his  while  to  make  them  fo. 

Tho'  They,  more  frefh,  more  lively  than  the  Morn, 
And  brighter  than  the  noon-day  Sun,   adorn 
The  works  of  Nature,   tho'  the  Mother's  grace 
Revives,   improv'd,  in  ev'ry  daughter's  face, 
Undifciplin'd  in  dull  difcretion's  rules. 
Untaught,  and  Undebauch'd  by  Boarding  Schools, 

Free 
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Free  and  unguarded,  let  Them  range  the  Town, 

Go  forth  at  random,  and  run  pleafure  down 

Start  where  She  will,  difcard  all  taint  of  fear, 

Nor  think  of  danger,   when  no  danger's  near. 

Watch  not  their  fteps — They're  fafe  without  thy  care, 

Unlefs,  like  Jennets,  they  conceive  by  air, 

And  ev'ry  one  of  them  may  die  a  Nun, 

Unlefs  They  breed,  like  Carrion,  in  the  Sun. 

Men,  dead  to  pleafure,  as  they're  dead  to  grace, 

Againft  the  law  of  Nature  fet  their  face, 

The  grand,  primceval  law,  and  feem  combin'd 

To  flop  the  propagation  of  Mankind ; 

Vile  Pathicks  read  the  Marriage  Ad;  with  pride, 

And  fancy  that  the  Law  is  on  their  fide. 

Broke  down,  and  Strength  a  ftranger  to  his  bed, 

Old  L tho'  yet  alive,  is  dead ; 

T lives  no  more,  or  lives  not  to  our  Ifle  j 

No  longer  bleft  v/ith  a  Cz 's  fmile 

T is  at  P diferac'd. 

And  M grown  grey,   perforce  grows  chafle ; 

Nor,  to  the  credit  of  our  modeft  race, 
Rifes  one  Stallion  to  fupply  their  place. 

A  Maiden- 
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A  Maidenhead,  which,  twenty  years  ago, 

In  mid  December,  the  rank  Fly  would  blow 

Tho'  clofely  kept,  now^  when  the  Dog~Star*s  heat 

Enflames  the  marrow,  in  the  very  ftreet 

May  lie  untouch'd,  left  for  the  worms,   by  Thofe 

Who  daintily  pafs  by,  and  hold  their  nofe. 

Poor,  Plain  Concupifcence  is  in  difgrace. 

And  Simple  LetchVy  dares  not  fhew  her  face 

Leaft  She  be  fent  to  Bridewell;  Bankrupts  made, 

To  fave  their  fortunes,  Bawds  leave  ofF  that  trade, 

Which  firft  had  left  off  them ;   to  JVell-clofe  Square 

Fine,  frefh,  young  Strumpets  (for  Dodd  preaches  there) 

Throng  for  fubfiftence ;   Pimps  no  longer  thrive, 

And  Peniions  only  keep  L alive. 

Where  is  the  Mother,  who  thinks  all  her  pain, 
And  all  her  jeopardy  of  travail,  gain. 
When  a  Man  Child  is  born,  thinks  ev'ry  pray'r 
Paid  to  the  full,  and  anfwer'd  in  an  heir? 
Shortfighted  Woman !  Little  doth  flie  know 
What  ftreams  of  fbrrow  from  that  fource  may  flow, 
Little  fufpedl,  whilft  She  furveys  her  Boy, 
Her  young  Narcissus,  with  an  eye  of  joy 
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Too  full  for  Continence,  that  Fate  could  give 
Her  darling  as  a  curfe,  that  She  may  live, 
E're  lixteen  Winters  their  fhort  courfe  have  run, 
In  agonies  of  foul,  to  curfe  that  Son. 

Pray  then,  for  daughters.  Ye  U'ife  Mothers,  pray ; 
They  fhall  reward  your  love,  nor  make  ye  grey 
Before  your  time  with  forrow ;  They  fhall  give 
Ages  of  peace  and  comfort,  whilft  Ye  live 
Make  life  moft  truly  worth  your  care,  and  fave, 
In  fpite  of  death,  your  mem'ries  from  the  grave. 

That  Senfe,  with  more  than  manly  vigour  fraught, 
That  Fortitude  of  Soul,  that  ftretch  of  Thought, 
That  Genius,  great  beyond  the  narrow  bound 
Of  Earth's  low  walk,  that  Judgment  perfed  found, 
When  wanted  moft,  that  Purity  of  Tafte, 
Which,  Critics  mention  by  the  name  of  chafte. 
Adorned  with  Elegance,  that  eafy  flow 
Of  ready  Wit,  which  never  made  a  foe, 
That  Face,  that  Form,  that  Dignity,  that  Eafe, 
Thofe  pow'rs  of  pleafing  with  that  will  to  pleafe, 
By  which  Lepel,  when  in  her  youthful  days, 
E'en  from  the  currifli  Pope  extorted  praife, 
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We  fee,  tranfmitted,  in  her  Daughter  fhine, 
And  view  a  new  Lepel  in  Caroline. 

Is  a  fon  born  into  this  world  of  woe  ? 
In  never-ceafing  ftrearns  let  forrow  flow, 
Be  from  that  hour  the  houfe  with  fables  huno-. 
Let  lamentations  dwell  upon  thy  tongue, 
E'en  from  the  moment  that  he  firft  began 
To-wail  and  whine,  let  him  not  fee  a  man. 
Lock,  Lock  him  up,  far  from  the  public  eye, 
Give  him  no  opportunity  to  buy, 

Or  to  be  bought ;  B ,  tho'  rich,  was  fold, 

And  gave  his  body  up  to  fhame  for  gold. 

Let  It  be  bruited  all  about  the  Town, 
That  He  is  coarfe,  indelicate,  and  brown. 
An  Antidote  to  LufI:,  his  Face  deep  fcar'd 
With  the  Small  Pox,  his  Body  maim'd  and  marr'd. 
Eat  up  with  the  Kings-evil,  and  his  blood. 
Tainted  throughout,  a  thick  and  putrid  flood, 
Where  dwells  Corruption,  making  him  all  o'er, 
From  head  to  foot,  a  rank  and  running  fore. 
Should'fl:  Thou  report  him  as  by  Nature  made. 
He  is  undone,  and  by  thy  praife  betray'd  ^ 
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Give  him  out  fair,  Letchers  in  number  more, 
More  brutal  and  more  fierce,  than  thronged  the  door 
Of  Lot  in  Sodom,  fhall  to  thine  repair, 
And  force  a  pafTage,  tho'  a  God  is  there. 

Let  Him  not  have  one  Servant  that  is  male ; 
Where  Lords  are  baffled.  Servants  oft  prevail. 
Some  vices  They  propofe,  to  all  agree  ; 
H was  guilty,  but  was  M free  ? 

Give  him  no  Tutor — throw  him  to  a  punk, 
Rather  than  truft  his  morals  to  a  Monk — 
Monks  we  all  know — We,  who  have  liv'd  at  home, 
From  fair  report,  and  Travellers,   who  roam, 
More  feelingly— nor  truft  him  to  the  gown, 
'Tis  oft  a  covering  in  this  vile  town 
For  bafe  defigns ;   Ourfelves  have  liv'd  to  fee 
More  than  one  Parfon  in  the  Pillory. 
Should  He  have  Brothers,   (Image  to  thy  view 
A  Scene,  which,  tho'  not  public  made,  is  true) 
Let  not  one  Brother  be  to  t'other  known, 
Nor  let  his  Father  fit  with  him  alone. 
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Be  all  his  Servants,  Female,  Young,  and  Fair, 
And  if  the  Pride  of  Nature  fpur  thy  heir 
To  deeds  of  Venery,  if,  hot  and  wild. 
He  chance  to  get  fome  fcore  of  maids  with  child, 
Chide,  but  forgive  him ;   Whoredom  is  a  crime, 
Which,  more  at  this,  than  any  other  time, 
Calls  for  indulgence,  and,  'mongft  fuch  a  race. 
To  have  a  baftard  is  fome  fign  of  grace. 

Born  in  fuch  times,  fhould  I  lit  tamely  down, 
Supprefs  my  rage,  and  faunter  thro'  the  town 
As  One  who  knew  not,  or  who  fharM  thefe  crimes  ? 
Should  I  at  leffer  evils  point  my  rimes, 
And  let  this  Giant  Sin,  in  the  full  eye 
Of  Obfervation,  pafs  unwounded  by  ? 
Tho'  our  meek  Wives,   paflive  Obedience  taught, 
Patiently  bear  thofe  wrongs,  for  which  They  oughj, 
With  the  brave  fpirit  of  their  dams  poflefs'd. 
To  plant  a  dagger  in  each  hufband's  breaft, 
To  cut  off  male  increafe  from  this  fair  Ifle, 
And  turn  our  Thames  into  another  Nile ; 
Tho',  on  his  Sunday,   the  fmug  Pulpiteer, 
Loud  'gainft  all  other  crimes,  is  filent  here, 
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And  thinks  himfelf  abfolv'd,  in  the  pretence 

Of  Decency,  which  meant  for  the  defence 

Of  real  Virtue,  and  to  raife  her  price, 

Becomes  an  agent  for  the  caufe  of  vice ; 

Tho'  the  Law  fleeps,  and,  thro'  the  care  They  take 

To  drug  her  well,  may  never  more  awake ; 

Born  in  fuch  times,  nor  with  that  patience  curft 

Which  Saints  may  boaft  of,  I  muft  fpeak,  or  burft. 

But  if,  too  eager  in  my  bold  cariere, 
Haply  I  wound  the  nice,  and  chafter  ear. 
If,  all  unguarded,  all  too  rude,  I  fpeak. 
And  call  up  blufhes  in  the  maiden's  cheek, 
Forgive,  Ye  Fair — my  real  motives  view. 
And  to  forgivenefs  add  your  praifes  too. 
For  You  I  write — nor  wifli  a  better  plan — 
The  Caufe  of  Woman  is  moft  worthy  Man — 
For  You  I  ftill  will  write,  nor  hold  my  hand, 
Whilft  there's  one  flave  of  Sodom  in  the  land. 

Let  them  fly  far,  and  fkulk  from  place  to  place. 
Not  daring  to  meet  Manhood  face  to  face, 
Their  fteps  I'll  track,  nor  yield  them  one  retreat 
Where  They  may  hide  their  heads,  or  reft  their  feet, 
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Till  God  in  wrath  {hall  let  his  vengeance  fall, 
And  make  a  great  example  of  them  all, 
Bidding  in  one  grand  pile  this  Town  expire, 
Her  Tow'rs  in  duft,  her  Thames  a  lake  of  fire, 
Or  They  (moft  worth  our  wifh)  convinc'd,  the'  late, 
Of  their  pafi:  crimes,  and  dangerous  eftate, 
Pardon  of  Women  with  Repentance  buy, 
And  learn  to  honour  them,  as  much  as  I. 
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HAPPY  the  Bard  (tho'  few  fucli  Bards  we  find) 
Who,  'bove  controulment,  dares  to  fpeak  his  mind, 
Dares,  unabafli'd,  in  ev'ry  place  appear, 
And  nothing  fears,   but  what  he  ought  to  fear. 
Him  Fafhion  cannot  tempt,  him  abjed:  Need 
Cannot  compel,   him  Pride  cannot  miflead 
To  be  the  Have  of  greatnefs,  to  ftrike  fail, 
When,  fweeping  onward  with  her  Peacock's  tail, 
Quality,  in  full  plumage,  paffes  by; 
He  views  her  with  a  fix'd,  contemptuous  eye, 
And  mocks  the  Puppet,  keeps  his  own  due  ftate. 
And  is  above  converfiing  with  the  great, 
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Perifli  thofe  Slaves,   thofe  minions  of  the  quill, 
Who  have  confpir'd  to  feize  that  facred  hill 
Where  the  nine  Sifters  pour  a  genuine  ftrain, 
And  funk  the  mountain  level  with  the  plain ; 
Who,  with  mean,  private  views,   and  fervile  art. 
No  fpark  of  Virtue  living  in  their  heart, 
Have  bafely  turn  d  Apoftates,   have  debas'd 
Their  dignity  of  office,   have  difgrac'd, 
Like  Eli's  Sons,  the  altars  where  they  ftand. 
And  caus'd  their  name  to  ftink  thro'  all  the  land, 
Have  ftoop'd  to  proftitute  their  venal  pen 
For  the  fupport  of  great,   but  guilty  men, 
Have  made  the  Bard,  of  their  own  vile  accord. 
Inferior  to  that  thing  we  call  a  Lord 

What  is  a  Lord?  doth  that  plain,   fimple  word 
Contain  fome  magic  fpell  ?  as  foon  as  heard. 
Like  an  Alarum  Bell  on  Night's  dull  ear, 
Doth  It  ftrike  louder,   and  more  fcrong  appear 
Than  other  Words  ?  whether  we  will  or  no. 
Thro'  Reafon's  Court  doth  It  unqueftion'd  go 
E'en  on  the  mention,   and  of  courfe  tranfmit 
Notions  of  foniething  excellent,   of  Wit 
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Pleafing,   tho'  keen,   of  Humour  free,   tho'  chafte,. 

Of  fterling  Genius  with  found  Judgment  grac'd,. 

Of  Virtue  far  above  temptation's  Reach, 

And  Honour,   which  not  malice  can  impeach  ? 

Believe  it  not— 'twas  Nature's  firft  intent, 

Before  their  rank  became  their  punifhment, 

They  fhould  have  pafs'd  for  Men,  nor  blufh'd  to  prize 

The  bleffings  fhe  beftow'd-— She  gave  them  eyes, 

And  They  could  fee — She  gave  them  ears — they  heard-— 

The  Inftruments  of  ftirring,   and  they  ftirr'd — 

Like  Us,  they  were  defign'd  to.  eat,    to  drink, 

To  talk,   and  (ev'ry  now  and  then)  to  think. 

Till  They,   by  Pride  corrupted,   for   the  fake 

Of  Singularity,   difclaim'd  that  make, 

Till  They,   difdaining  Nature's  vulgar  mode, 

Flew  off,  and  ftruck  into  another  road. 

More  fitting  ^luality^   and  to  our  view 

Came  forth  a  Species  altogether  new, 

Something  We  had  not  known,   and  could  not  know. 

Like  nothing  of  God's  making  here  below, 

Nature  exclaim'd  with  wonder— LcrA  are  Thino-?, 

Which,  never  made  by  Me,  were  made  by  Kings. 
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A  Lord  (nor  let  the  honeft,   and  the  brave, 
The  true,   Old  Noble,  with  the  Fool  and  Knave 
Here  mix  his  fame;   curs'd  be  that  thought  of  mine, 
Which  v/ith  a  B —  and  F—  fhould  Grafton  join) 
A  Lo7'd  (nor  here  let  Cenfure  rafhly  call 
My  juft  contempt  of  fome,   abufe  of  all, 
And,   as  of  late^  v^hen  Sodom  vt^as  my  theme, 
Slander  my  purpofe,   and  my  Mufe  blafpheme, 
Becaufe  (he  ftops  not,  rapid  in  her  fong, 
To  make  exceptions  as  She  goes  along, 
Tho'  well  She  hopes  to  find,  another  year, 
A  whole  Minority  exceptions  here) 
A  mere,   mere  L<9rJ,  with  nothing  but  the  name, 
Wealth  all  his  Worth,   and  Title  all  his  Fame, 
Lives  on  another  man,  himfelf  a  blank, 
Thanklefs  he  lives,  or  muft  fome  Grandfire  thank. 
For  fmuggled  Honours,   and  ill-gotten  pelf; 
A  Bard  owes  all  to  Nature,  and  Himfelf. 

Gods,   how  my  Soul  is  burnt  up  with  difdain. 
When  I  fee  Men,  whom  Phoebus  in  his  Train 
Might  view  with  pride,  lacquey  the  heels  of  thofe 
Whom  Genius  ranks  amongft  her  greateft  foes ! 
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And  what's  the  caufe  ?  why  thefe  fame  fons  of  fcorn, 

No  thanks  to  them,   were  to  a  Title  born, 

And  could  not  help  it ;   by  Chance  hither  fent, 

And  only  Deities  by  accident. 

Had  fortune  on  our  getting  chanc'd  to  fhine 

Their  birthright  honours  had  been  j'<5^/rV,   or  7ni7ie, 

'Twas  a  mere  random  ftroke,  and  fhould  the  Throne 

Eye  Thee  with  favour,   proud  and  lordly  grown, 

Thou,  tho'  a  Bard,   might'ft  be  their  fellow  yet, 

But  Felix  never  can  be  made  a  Wit. 

No,  in  good  faith— that's  one  of  thofe  few  things 

Which  Fate  hath  plac'd  beyond  the  reach  of  Kings. 

Bards  may  be  Lords,   but  'tis  not  in  the  cards. 

Play  how  we  will,  to  turn  Lords  into  Bards. 

A  Bard — A  Lord — Why  let  them  hand  in  hand 
Go  forth  as  Friends,  and  travel  thro'  the  land, 
Obferve  which  word  the  People  can  digeft 
Moft  readily,  which  goes  to  market  beft, 
Which  gets  moft  credit.   Whether  Men  will  truft 
A  Bard  becaufe  they  think  he  may  be  juft, 
Or  on  a  Lord  will  chufe  to  rifque  their  gains, 
Tho'  Privilege  in  that  point  ftill  remains, 
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A  Bard — A  Lord — let  Reason  take  her  Scales, 
And  fairly  weigh  thofe  Words,  fee  which  prevails, 
Which  in  the  ballance  lightly  kicks  the  beam, 
And  which  by  finking  We  the  Vidor  deem. 

'Tis  done,  and  Hermes,  by  command  of  Jove^ 
Summons  a  Synod  in  the  facred  grove, 
Gods  throng  with  Gods  to  take  their  chairs  on  high. 
And  fit  in  ftate,   the  Senate  of  the  Sky, 
Whilft,  in  a  kind  of  parliament  below^ 
Men  ftare  at  thofe  above,  and  want  to  know 
What  They're  tranfading;  Reason  takes  her  ftand 
Juft  in  the  midft,  a  ballance  in  her  hand, 
Wliich  o'er  and  o'er  She  tries,,  and  finds  it  true^ 
From  either  fide,  conduced  full  in  viev/, 
A  Man  comes  forth,  of  figure  ftrange  and  queer; 
We  now  and  then  fee  fomething  like  them  here. 

The  Firji  was  meager,  flimfy,  void  of  ftrength:, 
But  Nature  kindly  had  made  up  in  length. 
What  She  in  breadth  denied ;  Erecl  and  proud, 
A  head  and  fhoulders  taller  than  the  croud. 
He  deem'd  them  pygmies  all ;   loofe  hung  his  fkin 
O'er  his  bare  bones;  his  Face  fo  very  thin, 
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So  very  narrow,  and  fo  much  beat  out, 
That  Phyiiognomifts  have  made  a  doubt. 
Proportion  loft,   Expreffion  quite  forgot, 
Whether  It  could  be  call'd  a  face,  or  not ; 
At  end  of  it  howe'er,  unblefs'd  with  beard, 
Some  twenty  fathom  length  of  chin  appear'd  ; 
With  Legs,  w^hich  we  might  well  conceive  that  Fate 
Meant  only  to  fupport  a  fpider's  weight. 
Firmly  he  ftrove  to  tread,  and  with  a  ftride 
Which  fhew'd  at  once  his  weaknefs  and  his  pride^ 
Shaking  himfelf  to  pieces,  feem'd  to  cry, 
Obferve  good  People,  how  I  iliake  the  iky. 

In  his  right  hand  a  Paper  did  He  hold, 
On  which,  at  large,  in  charaders  of  gold, 
Diftind,  and  plain  for  thofe  who  run  to  fee, 
Saint  Archibald  had  wrote  Zy,  0,  i?,  D^ . 
This,   with  an  air  of  fcorn.  He  from  afar 
TwirFd  into  Reason's  fcales,  and  on  that  Bar, 
Which  from  his  foul  he  hated,  yet  admir'd. 
Quick  turn'd  his  back,  and  as  he  came  retir'd. 
The  Judge  to  all  around  his  name  declared ; 
Each  Goddefs  titter'd,  each  God  laugh'd,  Jove  ftar'd, 
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And  the  whole  People  cried,  with  one  accord, 
Good  Heaven  blefs  us  all,  is  That  a  Lord\ 

Such  was  the  Fi?Jl — the  Seco72d  was  a  man, 
Whom  Nature  built  on  quite  a  diff'rent  plan ; 
A  Bca?\  whom  from  the  moment  he  was  born. 
His  Dam  defpis'd,  and  l^htmlick'd  in  fcorn; 
A  Bahel^  which,  the  pow'r  of  Art  outdone, 
She  could  not  finifli  when  She  had  begun ; 
An  utter  Chaos^  out  of  which  no  might 
But  that  of  God  could  ftrike  one  fpark  of  light. 

Broad  were  his  fiioulders,  and  from  blade  to  blade 

A  H might  at  full  length  have  laid ; 

Vaft  were  his  Bones,  his  Mufcles  twifted  ftrong, 
His  Face  was  fhort,  but  broader  than  'twas  long, 
His  Features,  tho'  by  Nature  they  were  large. 
Contentment  had  contriv'd  to  overcharge 
And  bury  meaning,  fave  that  we  might  fpy 
Senfe  low'ring  on  the  penthoufe  of  his  eye ; 
His  Arms  were  two  twin  Oaks,  his  Legs  fo  flout 
That  they  might  bear  a  Manfion  Houfe  about, 
Nor  were  They,  look  but  at  his  body  there, 
Dcfign'd  by  Fate  a  much  lefs  weight  to  bear, 
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O'er  a  brown  Cajfocky  which  had  once  been  black, 
Which  hung  in  tatters  on  his  brawny  back, 
A  fight  moft  ftrange,  and  aukv^ard  to  behold 
He  threw  a  covering  of  Blue  and  Gold, 
Jufl:  at  that  time  of  life,  when  Man  by  rule. 
The  Fop  laid  down,  takes  up  the  graver  fool, 
He  ftarted  up  a  Fop,  and,  fond  of  fhow, 
Lrook'd  like  another  Hercules,  turn'd  Beau, 
A  SubjecSl,  met  with  only  now  and  then, 
Much  fitter  for  the  pencil  than  the  pen  j 
Hogarth  would  draw  him  (Envy  muft  allow) 
E'en  to  the  life,  was  Hogarth  living  now. 

With  fuch  accoutrements,  with  fuch  a  form, 
Much  like  a  Porpoife  jufl:  before  a  florm, 
Onward  He  roll'd ;  a  laugh  prevailed  around, 
E'en  Jove  -was  feen  to  fimper ;  at  the  found 
(Nor  was  the  caufe  unknown,  for  from  his  Youth 
Himfelf  he  fludied  by  the  glafs  of  Truth) 
He  join'd  their  mirth,  nor  fhall  the  Gods  condemn 
If,  whilft  They  laugh'd  at  him,  he  laugh'd  at  them. 
"Judge  Reason  view'd  him  with  an  eye  of  grace, 
Look'd  thro'  his  foul,  and  quite  forgot  his  face, 

P  And 
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And,"  from  his  hand  receiv'd,  with  fair  regard 
Plac'd  in  her  other  fcale  the  name  of  Bard. 

Then  (for  Sh^  did  as  Judges  ought  to  do, 
She  nothing;  of  the  cafe  beforehand  knew 
Nor  wifh'd  to  know.  She  never  ftretch'd  the  lawSj, 
Nor,   bafely  to  anticipate  a  caufe^ 
Compel!' d  Sollidtors  no  longer  free, 
To  fhew  thofe  briefs  She  had  no  right  to  fee) 
Then  She  with  equal  hand  her  fcales  held  out, 
Nor  did  the  Caufe  one  moment  hang  in  doubt, 
She  held  her  fcales  out  fair  to  public  view  ; 
The  Lordy  as  fparks  fly  upwards,  upwards  flew^ 
More  light  than  air,   deceitful  in  the  w^eight ; 
The  Bardy  preponderating,   kept  his  ftate, 
Reason  approv'd,  and  with  a  voice,  whofe  found 
Shook  earth,  fhook  heaven,   on  the  cleareft  ground^ 
Pronouncing  for  the  Bards  a  full  decree, 
Cried — Thofe  muft  Honour  Than^  who  honour  Mcy. 
They  from  this  prefent  day,  where'er  I  reign, 
In  their  own  right.  Precedence  fliall  obtain. 
Merit  rules  here.  Be  it  enough  that  Birth 
Intoxicates,  and  fways  the  fools  of  earth,. 
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Nor  think  that  here,  in  hatred  to  a  Lord, 
I've  forg'd  a  tale,  or  alter'd  a  record ; 
Search  when  You  will  (I  am  not  now  in  fport) 
You'll  find  it  regifter'd  in  Reason's  Court. 

Nor  think  that  Envy  here  hath  ftrung  my  lyre. 
That  I  depreciate  what  I  moft  admire. 
And  look  on  titles  with  an  eye  of  fcorn 
Becaufe  I  was  not  to  a  title  born. 
By  Him  that  made  me,   I  am  much  more  proud, 
More  inly  fatisfied,  to  have  a  croud 

Point  at  me  as  I  pafs,  and  cry, — that's  He 

A  poor,  but  honeft  Bard,  who  dares  be  free 
Amidft  Corruption,  than  to  have  a  train 
Of  flick'ring  Levee  flaves,  to  make  me  vain 
Of  things  I  ought  to  blufh  for ;   to  run,   fly, 
And  live  but  in  the  motion  of  my  eye ; 
When  I  am  lefs  than  Man,   my  faults  t'adore. 
And  make  me  think  that  I  am  fomethino-  more. 

Recall  part  times,   bring  back  the  days  of  old,. 
When  the  great  Noble  bore  his  honours  bold, 
And  in  the  face  of  peril,   when  He  dar'd 
Things  which  his  legal  Baflard,  if  declared, 

Might 
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Might  well  difcredit ;   faithful  to  his  truft, 
In  the  extremeft  points  of  Juftice,   Juft, 
Well-knowing  All,   and  lov'd  by  All  he  knew, 
True  to  his  King,  and  to  his  Country  true, 
Honefl:  at  Court,   above  the  baits  of  gain, 
Plain  in  Jiis  drefs,   and  in  his  manners  plain, 
Mod'rate  in  wealth,   gen'rous  but  not  profufe, 
Well  worthy  riches,   for  he  knew  their  ufe, 
PofTefling  much,  and  yet  deferving  more, 
Dcfcrving  thofe  high  honours,  which  he  v/ore 
With  cafe  to  all,  and  in  return  gain'd  fame, 
Which  all  men  paid,  becaufe  he  did  not  claim, 
When  the  grim  War  was  plac'd  in  dread  array, 
Fierce  as  the  Lion  roaring  for  his  pr^y, 
Or  Lionefs  of  royal  whelps  foredone, 
In  Peace,  as  mild  as  the  departing  Sun, 
A  Q-en'ral  bleffinoc  wherefoe'er  he  turn'd, 
Patron  of  learning,  nor  himfelf  unlearn'd^ 
Ever  awake  at  Pity's  tender  call, 
A  Father  of  the  Poor,  a  Friend  to  All, 
Recall  fucli  times,  and  from  the  grave  bring  back 
A  Worth  like  this,  my  heart  fhall  bend,  or  ctack^ 
My  ftubborn  pride  give  way,  my  tongue  proclaim^, 
And  ev'ry  Mufe  confpire  to  fwell  his  fame^ 

Till 
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Till  Envy  jQiall  to  him  tliat  praife  allow, 
Which  She  cannot  deny  to  Temple  now. 

This  Juftice  claims,   nor  fliall  the  Bard  forget, 
Delighted  with  the  taflc,   to  pay  that  debt. 
To  pay  it  like  a  Man,   and  in  his  lays. 
Sounding  fuch  worth,   prove  his  own  right  to  praife. 
But  let  not  Pride  and  Prejudice  mifdeem, 
And  think  that  empty  Titles  are  my  Theme, 
Titles,  with  Me,  are  vain,  and  nothing  worth, 
I  reverence  Virtue,  but  I  laugh  at  Birth. 
Give  me  a  Lord,  that's  honeft,   frank,   and  brave, 
I  am  his  friend,   but  cannot  be  his  flave. 
Tho'  none  indeed  but  Blockheads  would  pretend 
To  make  a  flave,  where  they  may  make  a  friend. 
I  love  his  Virtues,  and  will  make  them  known, 
Confefs  his  rank,  but  can't  forg-et  mv  own. 
Give  me  a  Lord,  who,   to  a  Title  born, 
Boafts  nothing  elfe,   I'll  pay  him  fcorn  with  fcorn. 
What,  fliall  my  Pride  (and  Pride  is  Virtue  here) 
Tamely  make  way,  if  fuch  a  wretch  appear  ? 
Shall  I  uncover'd  ftand,  and  bend  my  knee 
To  fuch  a  fliadow  of  Nobility, 

E  A  Shred, 
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A  Shred,  a  Remnant ;   he  might  rot  unknown 
For  any  real  merit  ot  his  own. 
And  never  ha.d  come  forth  to  public  note, 
Had  He  not  worn  by  chance  his  Father's  coat  ?' 

To  think  a  M worth  my  leaft  regards 

Is  treafon  to  the  MajeJIy  of  Bards. 

By  Nature  form'd  (when  for  her  Honour'  fake;; 
She  fomethino-  m.ore  than  common  ftrove  to  m.akcj.. 
When,  overlooking  each  minute  defed. 
And  all  too  eager  to  be  quite  eorred, 
In  her  full  heat  and  vigour,   fhe  impreft 
Her  ftamp  mofl:  ftrongly  on  the  favour'd  breaft)  \ 
The  Bard  (nor  think  too  lightly  that  I  mean 
Thofe  little,   piddling  Witlings,   who  o'erween: 
Of  their  fmall  parts,   the  Murphys  of  the  ftage,.. 
The  Masons  and  the  Whiteheads  of  the  age, 
Who  all  in  raptures  their  own  works  rehearfe. 
And  drawl  out  meafur'd  profe,  wliich  They  call  verfe) 
The  real  Bard^  whom  native  Genius  fires, 
Whom  ev'ry  Maid  of  Caftaly  infpires. 
Let  him  confider  wherefore  he  was  meant, 
Let  him  but  anfwxr  Nature's  great  intent, 

And 


INDEPENDENCE.  15 

And  fairly  weigh  himfelf  with  other  men, 
Would  ne'er  debafe  the  glories  of  his  pen, 
Would  in  full  ftate,  like  a  true  Monarch,  live. 
Nor  bate  one  inch  of  his  Prerogative. 

Methinks  I  fee  old  Win  gate  frowning  here, 
(Win GATE  may  in  the  feafon  be  a  Peer, 
Tho'  now,   againft  his  will,   of  figures  fick, . 
He's  forc'd  to  diet  on  Arithmetic^ 
E'en  whilft  he  envies  ev'ry  Jew  he  meets, . 
Who  cries  old  Cloaths  to  fell  about  the  ftreets) 
Methinks  (his  mind  with  future  honours  bio-. 
His  Tyburn  Bob  turn'd  to  a  drefs'd  Bao-  Wio-) 
I: hear  him  cry — What  doth  this  jargon  mean  ? 
Was  ever  fucb  a  damn'd  dull  Blockhead  fccn  ? 
Majejiy-— Bard— Prerogative— -J^iii^m 
Hath  got  into,   and  turn'd  the  fellow's  brain ; 

To  Bethlem  with  him — give  him  whips  and  ftraw 

I'm  very  fenfible  he's  mad  in  Lav/. 

A  faucy  Groom  who  trades  in  Reafon,   thus 

To  fet  himfelf  upon  a  Par  witli  us ; 

If  this  here's  fuffer'd,   and  if  that  the?^e  fool 

May  when  he  pleafes  fend  us  all  to  fchool, 

m.y 
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TFhy  then  our  only  biifinefs  is  outright 

To  take  our  caps,  and  bid  the  World  good  night, 

I've  kept  a  Bard  myfclf  this  twenty  years, 

But  nothing  of  this  kind  in  him  appears. 

He,   like  a  thorough  true-bred  Spaniel,   licks 

The  hand  which  cuffs  him,   and  the  foot  which  kicks. 

He  fetches,   and  he  carries,   blacks  my  flioes, 

Nor  thinks  it  a  difcredit  to  his  Mufe, 

A  Creature  of  the  right  Camelion  hue, 

He  wears  my  colours,   yellow  or  true  Blue, 

juft  as  I  wear  them  ;   'tis  all  one  to  him, 

Whether  I  change  thro'  confcience,   or  thro'  whim. 

Now  this  is  fomething  like,  on  fuch  a  plan 

A  Bard  may  iind  a  friend  in  a  great  Man ; 

But  this  proud  Coxcomb— Zounds,   I  thought  that  All 

Of  this  queer  tribe  had  been  like  my  Old  Paul. 

Injurious  Thought!  accurfed  be  the  tongue 
On  which  the  vile  infinuation  hung, 
The  heart  where  'twas  engender'd,  curs'd  be  thofe, 
Thofe  Bards^  who  not  themfelves  alone  expofe, 
But  M>,  but  All^  and  make  the  very  name 
By  which  They're  call'd,  a  {landing  mark  of  fhame. 

Talk 
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Talk  not  of  Guftom — 'tis  the  Coward's  plea, 
Current  with  Fools,   but  pafies  not  with  me ; 
An  old  ftale  trick,   which  guilt  hath  often  tried 
By  numbers  to  o'erpow'r  the  better  fide. 
Whj  tell  me  then  that  from  the  birth  of  Rime, 
No  matter  when,   down  to  the  prefent  time, 
As  by  th'  original  decree  of  Fate, 
Bards  have  protedion  fought  amongft  the  Great, 
Confcious  of  v/eaknefs,   have  applied  to  them 
As  Vines  to  Elms,   and  twining  round  their  ftem, 
Flourifh'd  on  high  3   to  gain  this  wifh'd  fupport 
E'en  Virgil  to  Maecenas  paid  his  court. 
As  to  the  Cuftom  'tis  a  point  agreed. 
But  'twas  a  foolifh  diffidence,   not  need. 
From  which  it  rofe  ;   Had  Bards  but  truly  known 
That  Strength,  which  is  moft  properly  their  own, 
Without  a  Lord^  unpropf  d^  They  might  have  flood, 
And  overtopp'd  thofe  Giants  of  the  wood. 

But  why,  when  prefent  times  my  care  engage, 
Mufl  I  go  back  to  the  Augnjlan  age  ? 
Why,  anxious  for  the  living,  am  I  led 
Into  the  manfions  of  the  antient  dead  ? 

F  Can 
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Can  They  find  Patrons  no  where  but  at  Rome, 
And  miift  I  feek  Maecenas  in  the  tomb? 
Name  but  a  Wingate,   twenty  Fools  of  note 
Start  up,   and  from  report  Maecenas  quote; 
Under  his  colours  Lords  are  proud  to  fight, 
Foro-etting  that  M.ecenas  was  a  K77i^ht\ 

too  *-* 

They  mention  him  as  if  to  ufe  his  name 
Was  in  fome  meafure  to  partake  his  fame, 
Tho'  Virgil,  was  he  living,   in  the  ftreet 
Mio-ht  rot  for  them,  or  perifli  in  the  Fleet. 
See  how  They  redden,  and  the  charge  difclaim — 
Vir^iU    and  in  the  Fleet — forbid  it  Shame. 
Hence,   Ye  vain  Boafters,   to  the  Fleet  repair, 
And  afk,  with  blufhes  aflc,  if  Lloyd  is  there. 

Patrons,  in  days  of  yore,  were  Men  of  Senfe,. 
Were  Men  of  Tafte,  and  had  a  fair  pretence 
To  rule  in  Letters— Some  of  Them  were  heard 
To  read  off-hand,   and  never  fpell  a  word ; 
Some  of  them  too,   to  fuch  a  monftrous  height 
Was  Learning  rifen,   for  themfelves  could  write, 
And  kept  their  Secretaries,   as  the  Great 
Do  many  other  foolifh  things,  for  State, 
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Our  Patrons  are  of  quite  a  diffVent  ftrain, 
With  neither  fenfe  nor  Tafte,  againft  the  grain, 
They  patronize  for  fafliion  fake — no  more— - 
And  keep  a  Bard^  juft  as  They  keep  a  Whore. 

M (on  fuch  occafion  I  am  loth 

To  name  the  dead)  was  a  rare  proof  of  both. 
Some  of  them  would  be  puzzled  e'en  to  read 
Nor  could  deferve  their  Clergy  by  their  Creed- 
Others  can  write,   but  fuch  a  Paga?i  hand 
A  WiLLEs  fhould  always  at  our  elbow  ftand; 
Many,  if  begg'd,  A  Chancellor^  of  rio-ht. 
Would  order  into  keeping  at  iirft  fight. 
Thofe  who  ftand  fairefl  to  the  public  view 
Take  to  themfelves  the  praife  to  others  due, 
They  rob  the  very  Spital^  and  make  free 
With  thofe  alas  who've  leaft  to  fpare— -  We  fee, 

hath  not  had  a  word  to  fay. 

Since  Winds  and  Waves  bore  Singlespeech  away. 

Patrons  in  days  of  yore,  like  Patrons  now, 
Expedled  that  the  Bard  fl:iould  make  his  bow 
At  coming  in,   and  ev'ry  now  and  then 
Hint  to  the  v/orld  that  They  were  more  than  men, 
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Eutj  like  the  Patrons  of  the  prefent  day, 
They  never  bilk'd  the  Poet  of  his  pay. 
Virgil  lov'd  rural  eafc,  and,  far  from  harm, 
M.€CENAs  fix'd  him  in  a  neat,  fnug  farm, 
Where  he  might,  free  from  trouble,  pafs  his  days 
In  his  own  way,  and  pay  his  rent  in  praife. 
Horace  lov'd  wine,  and,  thro'  his  friend  at  Court, 
Could  buy  it  off  the  Key  in  ev'ry  port ; 
Horace  lov'd  mirth,  M^cenas  lov'd  it  too, 
They  met,  they  laugh'd,  as  Goy  and  I  may  do, 
Nor  in  thofe  moments  paid  the  leaft  regard 
To  which  was  MmiJIery  and  which  was  Bard, 

Not  fo  our  Patrons — grave  as  grave  can  be, 
They  hww  theinfelves^   They  keep  up  dig?iity  \ 
Baj^ds  are  a  forward  race,  nor  is  it  fit 
That  Men  of  fortune  rank  with  men  of  Wit; 
Wit  if  familiar  made,  will  find  her  ftrength-- 
'Tis  bed  to  keep  her  v/eak,  and  at  arm's  length. 
'Tis  well  enough  for  ^^r^j",   if  Patrons  give. 
From  hand  to  mouth,  the  fcanty  means  to  live. 
Such  is  their  language,  and  their  practice  fuch, 
They  promife  little,  and  they  give  not  much. 
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Let  the  weak  Bardy  with  proftituted  ftrain, 

Praife  that  proud  Scot,  v/hom  all  good  men  difdain^ 

What's  his  reward?  Why,  his  own  fame  undone, 

He  may  obtain  a  patent  for  the  run 

Of  his  Lord's  kitchen,  and  have  ample  time, 

With  ofFal  fed,  to  court  the  Cook  in  rime, 

Or  (if  he  ftrives  true  Patriots  to  difgrace) 

May  at  ihtfecotid  Table  get  a  place. 

With  fomewhat  greater  flaves  allow'd  to  dine, 

And  play  at  Crambo  o'er  his  gill  of  wine. 

And  are  there  Bardsy  who  on  Creation's  file 
Stand  rank'd  as  Men,  who  breathe  in  this  fair  Ifle 
The  air  of  Freedom,  v/ith  fo  little  gall. 
So  low  a  Spirit,  proftrate  thus  to  fail 
Before  thefe  Idols,  and  without  a  groan 
Bear  wrongs  might  call  forth  murmurs  from  a  done  ? 
Better,  and  much  more  noble,   to  abjure 
The  fight  of  men,  and  in  fomc  cave,   fccure 
From  all  the  outrages  of  pride,   to  feafl 
On  Nature's  fallads,  and  be  free  at  leaft. 
Better  (tho'  that,   to  fay  the  truth,  is  worfc 
Than  almoft  any  other  modern  curfe) 

G  Difcard 


22         INDEPENDENCE. 

Difcard  all  Senfe,  divorce  the  thanklefs  Mufe, 
Critics  commence,   and  write  in  the  Reviews^ 
Write  without  tremor,   Griffiths  cannot  read; 
No  Fool  can  fail,  where  LaxNGhorne  can  fucceed. 

But  (net  to  make  a  brave  and  honed:  Pride 
Try  thoie  means  firil:,   She  muft  difdain  when  tried) 
There  are  a  thouHind  ways,   a  thoufand  arts, 
By  which,  and  fairly,  Men  of  real  parts 
May  eain  a  livino-,   ^ain  what  Nature  craves; 
Let  Thofe,  v/ho  pine  for  more,  live, '  and  be  flaves. 
Our  real  wants  in  a  fmall  compafs  lye. 
But  lawlefs  Appetite  with  eager  eye, 
Kept  in  a  conflant  Fever,   more  requires, 
And  we  are  burnt  up  with  our  own  defires. 
Hence  our  dependence,  hence  our  flav'ry  fprings; 
BarciSj  if  contented,  are  as  great  as  Kings. 
Ourfclves  arc  to  Ourfelves  the  caufe  of  ill; 
We  may  be  Independent,   if  we  will. 
The  Man  who  fuits  his  Spirit  to  his  ftate 
Stands  on  an  equal  footing  with  the  Great, 
Moguls  themfelves  are  not  more  rich,  and  He, 
Who  rules  the  Englifli  nation,  not  more  free. 
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chains  were  not  forg'd  more  durable  and  ftrong 

For  Bards  than  others,   but  TheyVe  wornc  them  alonr, 

And  therefore  wear  them  ftill,   They've  quite  forgot 

What  Freedom  is,  and  therefore  prize  her  not. 

Could  They,  tho'  in  their  fleep,  could  They  but  know 

The  bleffings  which  from  Independence  flow, 

Could  They  but  have  a  fhort  and  tranfient  gleam 

Of  Liberty,  tho'  'twas  but  in  a  dream, 

They  would  no  more  in  bondage  bend  their  knee, 

But,  once  made  Freem.en,  would  be  always  free. 

The  Mufe  if  She  one  moment  freedom  gains, 

Can  never  more  fubmit  to  fing  in  chains. 

Bred  in  a  cage,  far  from  the  feather'd  throng, 

The  Bird  repays  his  keeper  with  his  fong, 

But,   if  fome  playful  child  fets  wide  the  door, 

Abroad  he  flies,  and  thinks  of  home  no  more. 

With  love  of  Liberty  begins  to  burn. 

And  rather  ftarves  than  to  his  cage  return. 

Hail  Independence by  true  Reafon  taught, 

How  few  have  known,   and  priz'd  Thee  as  They  ought. 
Some  give  Thee  up  for  riot;   Some,  like  Boys, 
Refign  Thee,  in  their  childifli  moods,  for  toys 
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Ambition  fome,  fbme  Avarice  mifleads, 

And  in  both  cafes  Independence  bleeds; 

Abroad,  in  queft  of  Thee,  how  many  roam 

Nor  know  They  had  Thee  in  their  reach  at  home; 

Some,  tho'  about  their  paths,  their  beds  about, 

Have  never  had  the  Senfe  to  find  Thee  out ; 

Others,   who  know  of  what  They  are  poffefs'd, 

Like  fearful  Mifers,  lock  Thee  in  a  cheft. 

Nor  have  the  refolution  to  produce 

In  thefe  bad  times,  and  bring  Thee  forth  for  ufe. 

Hail,  Independence — tho'  thy  name's  fcarce  known^ 

Tho'  Thou,   Alas !  art  out  of  fafhion  grown, 

Tho'  All  defpife  Thee,  I  will  not  defpife, 

Nor  live  one  moment  longer  than  I  prize 

Thy  prefcnce,  and  enjoy ;   by  angry  Fate 

Bow'd  down,  and  almoft  crufli'd.  Thou  cam'ft,  tho'  late, 

'7hcu  cam'ft  upon  mc,  like  a  fecond  birth. 

And  made  me  know  what  life  was  truly  worth. 

Hail^  Independence — never  may  my  Cot, 

Till  I  forget  Thee,  be  by  Thee  forgot ; 

Thither,   O  Thither,  oftentimes  repair ; 

Cotes,  whom  Thou  loveft  too,  fhall  meet  Thee  there ; 

All  thoughts,   but  what  arife  from  joy,  give  o'er; 

Peace  dwells  ^vithin,  and  Law  fhall  guard  the  door. 

O'erweening 
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Overweening  Bard!  Law  guard  thy  door,  what  Law? 
The  Law  of  England — To  controul,  and  awe 
Thofe  faucy  hopes,  to  ftrike  that  Spirit  dumb, 
Behold,  in  State,  Administration  come.. 

Why  let  Her  come,  in  all  her  terrors  too; 
I  dare  to  fuffer  all  She  dares  to  do. 
I  know  her  malice  well,  and  know  her  pride, 
I  know  her  ftrength,  but  will  not  change  my  fide. 
This  melting  mafs  of  fle£h  She  may  controul 
With  iron  ribs,  She  cannot  chain  my  Soul. 
No — to  the  laft  refolv'd  her  worft  to  bear, 
I'm  ftill  at  large,  and  Indepe7tdent  there. 

Where  is  this  Minifter?   where  is  the  band 
Of  ready  flaves,   who  at  his  elbow  ftand 
To  hear,  and  to  perform  his  wicked  will  ? 
Why,  for  the  firft  time,  are  they  flow  to  ill? 
When  fome  grand  ad  'gainft  Law  is  to  be  done, 

Doth fleep ;   doth  Bloodhound—  —run 

To  L ,  and  worry  thofe  fmall  deer 

When  He  might  do  more  precious  mifchief  here  ? 
Doth — turn  tail  ?  doth  He  refufe  to  draw 
Illegal  warrants,  and  to  call  them  Law  ? 

H  Doth 
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Doth J   at  G d  kick'd,  from  G d  run, 

With  that  cold  lump  of  unbak'd  dough,   his  Son, 
And,   his  more  honeft  rival.   Ketch  to  cheat 
Purchafe  a  burial  place  where  three  ways  meet  ? 

Believe  it  not  y is ftill, 

And  never  fleeps,  when  he  fliould  wake  to  ill  i 

doth  lefl'cr  mifchiefs  by  the  bye, 

The  great  Ones  till  the  Term  in  Petto  lie ; 

lives,   and,   to  the  ftridleft  juftice  true. 

Scorns  to  defraud  the  Hangman  of  his  due. 

O  my  poor  Country — weak  and  overpow'r'd 
By  thine  own  Sons — eat  to  the  bone — devoured 
By  Vipers,  which,   in  thine  own  entrails  bred^ 
Prey  on  thy  life,  and  with  thy  blood  are  fed, 
With  unavailing  grief  thy  wrongs  I  fee. 
And,   for  myfelf  not  feeling,   feel  for  Thee, 
I  p-rieve,   but  can't  defpair — for,   Lo,   at  hand 
Freedoa^  prefents  a  choice,   but  faithful  band 
Of  Loyal  Patriots,  Men  who  greatly  dare 
In  fuch  a  noble  caufe.  Men  iit  to  bear 
The  weight  of  Empires ;   Fortune^  Rankj  and  Senfe^ 
Virtue  and  Knowledge^  leagu'd  with  Eloque^tce^ 

March 
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March  in  their  ranks;   Freedom  from  file  to  file 
Darts  her  delighted  eye,   and  with  a  finile 
Approves  her  honeft  Sons,   whilft  down  her  cheek, 
As  'twere  by  ftealth  (her  heart  too  full  to  fpeak) 
One  Tear  in  filence  creeps,   one  honeft  Tear, 
And  feems  to  fay.  Why  is  not  Granby  here. 


O  Ye  brave  Fewj  in  w^hom  we  ftill  may  find 
A  Love  of  Virtue,   Freedom,  and  Mankind, 
Go  forth — in  Majefty  of  Woe  array' d, 
See,   at  your  feet  Your  Country  kneels  for  aid. 
And,   (many  of  her  children  traitors  grown,) 
Kneels  to  thofe  Sons  She  Rill  can  call  her  own, 
Seeming  to  breathe  her  laft  in  evry  b"eath, 
She  kneels  for  Freedom,  or  She  begs  for  Death- 


Fly  then,   each  duteous  Son,  each  Englifh  Chief, 
And  to  your  drooping  Parent  bring  relief. 
Go  forth — nor  let  the  Siren  voice  of  eafe 
Tempt  Ye  to  fleep,   whilft  tcmpefts  fwcU  the  fcas; 
Go  forth — nor  let  Hypocrify,   whofe  tongue 
With  many  a  fair,   flilie,   fatal  art  is  hung, 
Like  Bethels  fawning  Prophet,  crofs  your  way. 
When  your  great  Errand  brooks  not  of  delay  3 

Nor 
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Nor  let  vain  Fear,   who  cries  to  all  She  meets, 
Trembling  and  pale— A  Lion  in  the  ftreets— 
Damp  your  free  Spirits ;   let  not  threats  affright, 
Nor  Bribes  corrupt,   nor  Flatteries  delight. 
Be  as  One  Man— Concord  fuccefs  enfures — 
There's  not  an  Eng;lifl^  heart  but  what  is  Your's. 
Go  forth — and  Virtue,  ever  in  your  fight, 
Shall  be  your  guide  by  day,   your  guard  by  night- 
Go  forth— the  Champions  of  your  native  land, 
And  may  the  battle  profper  in  your  hand — 
It  may,  it  MufI:— Ye  cannot  be  withftood — 
Be  your  Hearts  honeft,   as  your  Caufe  is  good. 

THE       END. 
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THE 


JOURNEY. 


SOME  of  my  Friends  (for  Friends  I  muft  fiippofe 
All,  who,  not  daring  to  appear  my  foes, 
Feign  great  good  will,  and,  not  more  full  of  fpite 
Than  full  of  craft,  under  falfe  colours  fight) 
Some  of  my  Friends  (fo  lavifhly  I  print) 
As  more  in  forrow  than  in  anger,   hint 
(Tho'  that  indeed  will  fcarcc  admit  a  doubt) 
That  I  fhall  run  my  ftock  of  Genius  out, 
My  no  great  ftock,   and,   publifhing  fo  faft, 
Muft  needs  become  a  Bankrupt  at  the  laft. 

B  The 
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«'   The  Hufbandman,  to  fpare  a  thankful  foil, 
«<   Which,   rich  in  difpofition,   pays  his  toil 
^'  More  than  a  hundred  fold,   which  fwells  his  ftore 
^^   E'en  to  his  wifli,   and  makes  his  barns  run  o'er, 
<«  By.  long  Experience  taught,  who  teaches  befl:, 
"  Foregoes  his  hopes  awhile,   and  gives  it  reft. 
^'   The  Land,   allow'd  its  lofles  to  repair, 
^<  Refrefli'd,   and  full  in  ftrength,   delights  to  wear 
"  A  fecond  Youth,   and  to  the  Farmer's  eyes 
^'  Bids  richer  crops,  and  double  harvcfts  rife. 

"   Nor  think  this  pradice  to  the  earth  confin'd, 
"   It  reaches  to  the  culture  of  the  Mind. 
«'  The  Mind  of  Man  craves  reft,   and  cannot  bear, 
^'  Tho'  next  in  pow'r  to  Gods,   continual  care. 
<'  Genius  himfelf  (nor  here  let  Genius  frown) 
"  Mufl:,   to  eniurc  his  vigour,  be  laid  down, 
«'  And  fallow'd  well ;   had  Churchill  known  but  this, 
"  Which  the  moft  flight  obferver  fcarce  could  mifs, 
f'  He  might  have  fiourifh'd  twenty  years,   or  more, 
*'  T\iO  no^  alas  !  poor  Man  !  worn  out  in  four. 

Recovered  from  the  vanity  of  youth, 
I  feel,  alas  !  this  melancholly  truth, 

Thanks 
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Thanks  to  each  cordial,   each  advifmg  Friend, 
And  am,   if  not  too  late,   refolv'd  to  mend, 
Rcfolv'd  to  give  fome  refpite  to  my  pen, 
Apply  myfelf  once  more  to  Books,   and  Men, 
View  what  is  prefent,   what  is  pafi;  review, 
And  my  old  ftock  exhaufted  lay  in  new. 
For  twice  fix  moons  (let  winds,   turned  Porters,   bear 
This  oath  to  Heav'n)  for  twice  fix  moons  I  fwear, 
No  Mufe  fhall  tempt  me  with  her  Siren  lay. 
Nor  draw  me  from  improvement's  thorny  way. 
Verfe  I  abjure,  nor  will  forgive  that  Friend, 
Who  in  my  hearing  fhall  a  Rime  commend. 

It  cannot  be Whether  I  will,   or  no, 

Such  as  they  are,  my  thoughts  in  meafure  flow. 
Convinc'd,  determin'd,   I  in  profe  begin, 
But  e're  I  write  one  fentence,   Verfe  creeps  in, 
And  taints  me  thro'  and  thro' ;   by  this  good  light 
In  Verfe  I  talk  by  day,   I  dream  by  night ; 
If  now  and  then  I  cvirfe,   my  curfes  chime, 
Nor  can  I  pray,   unlefs  I  pray  in  rime. 
E'en  now  I  err,  in  fpite  of  Common  Scnfe, 
And  my  Confeflion  doubles  my  offence. 


Reft 
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Reft  then  my  i7'/>;^^i"— fpare,  fpare  your  precious  breath. 
And  be  your  flumbers  not  lefs  found  than  death  i 
Perturbed  Spirits  reft,  nor  thus  appear 
To  wafte  your  counfels  in  a  fpendthrift's  ear, 
On  your  grave  leflbns  I  cannot  ftiblift, 
Nor  e'en  in  verfe  become  OEconomiJl ; 
Reft  then  my  Friendsy  nor,  hateful  to  my  eyes, 
Let  Envy,  in  the  fhape  of  Pity,   rife 
To  blaft  me  e'er  my  time ;  with  patience  wait, 
('Tis  no  long  interval)  propitious  Fate 
Shall  glut  your  pride,  and  ev'ry  Son  of  phlegm 
Find  ample  room  to  cenfure  and  condemn. 
Read  fome  three  hundred  lines,   (no  eafy  tafk; 
But  probably  the  laft  that  I  fhall  afk) 
And  give  me  up  for  ever ;   wait  one  hour. 
Nay  not  fo  much.   Revenge  is  in  your  pow'r, 
And  Ye  may  cry,  e'er  Time  hath  turn'd  his  glafs, 
Lo !  what  TVe  prophecied  is  come  to  pafs. 

Let  Thofe,  who  Poetry  in  Poems  claim, 
Or  not  read  this,   or  only  read  to  blame  ; 
Let  Thofe,  who  are  by  fidion's  charms  enflav'd, 
Return  me  thanks  for  half  a  crown  well-fav'd ; 

Let 
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Let  Thofe,   who  love  a  little  gall  in  rime, 

Poftpone  their  purchafe  now,   and  call  next  time ; 

Let  Thofe,   who,   void  of  Nature,   look  for  art, 

Take  up  their  money,   and  in  peace  depart ; 

Let  Thofe,   v/lio  energy  of  didlion  prize. 

For  Billingsgate  quit  Flexney,   and  be  wife  3 

Here  is  no  lie,   no  gal],   no  art,   no  force, 

Mean  are  the  words,   and  fuch  as  come  of  courfe, 

The  Subjed:  not  lefs  fimple  than  the  lay; 

A  plain,   unlabour'd  journey  of  a  Day. 

Far  fi-om  Me  now  be  ev'ry  tuneful  Maid, 
I  neither  a/k,   nor  can  receive  their  aid. 
Pegafus  turn'd  into  a  common  hack. 
Alone  1  jog,   and  keep  the  beaten  track, 
Nor  v/ould  I  have  the  Sifters  of  the  hill 
Behold  their  Bard  in  fuch  a  Dilhabille. 
Abfent,   but  only  abfent  for  a  time, 
Let  Them  carefs  fome  dearer  fon  of  Rime 
Let  Them,   as  far  as  Decency  permits, 
Without  fufpicion,  play  the  fool  with  Wits, 
'Gainft  Fools  be  guarded  ;    'tis  a  certain  rule, 
Wits  are  fafe  things,   there's  danger  in  a  FooL 


Let 


6  THE      JOURNEY. 

Let  Them,   tho'  modeft,   Gray  more  modefl:  wooe ; 
Let  Them  with  Mason  bleat,   and  bray,   and  cooe ; 
Let  Them  with  Franklin,   proud  of  fome  fmall  Greek, 
Make  Sophocles,   difguis'd,  m  Englilh  fpeak  j 
Let  Them  with  Glover  o'er  Medea  doze ; 
Let  Them  with  Dodsley  wail  Cleone's  woes, 
Whilft  He,   fine  feeling  creature,   all  in  tears, 
Melts  as  they  m.elt,   and  weeps  with  weeping  Peers ; 
Let  Them  with  fimple  Whitehead,   taught  to  creep 
Silent  and  foft,   lay  Fontenelle  afleep  ; 
Let  Them  with  Browne  contrive,   no  vulgar  trick, 
To  cure  the  dead,   and  make  the  living  fick  ; 
Let  Them  in  Charity  to  Murphy  give 
Some  old  French  piece,   that  he  may  fteal  and  live ; 
Let  Them  with  a7itick  Foote  fubfcriptions  get, 
And  advertife  a  Summer-houfe  of  Wit. 

Thus,  or  in  any  better  way  They  pleafe, 
With  thefe  great  Men,   or  with  great  Men  like  thefe, 
Let  Them  their  appetite  for  laughter  feed ; 
I  on  my  Journey  all  Alone  proceed. 

If  fafliionable  grown,  and  fond  of  pow'r 
With  humrous  Scots  let  Them  difport  their  hour; 

Let 
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Let  Them  dance,   fairy  like,  round  Ossian's  tomb; 

Let  Them  forge  lies^  and  hiftorks  for  Hume  ; 

Let  Them  with  Home,   the  very  Prince  of  verfe, 

Make  fomething  like  a  Tragedy  in  Rrfe ; 

Under  dark  Allegory's  flimfy  veil 

Let  Them  with  Ogilvie  fpin  out  a  tale 

Of  rueful  length ;   Let  Them  plain  things  obfcure, 

Debafe  what's  truly  rich,   and  what  is  poor 

Make  poorer  ftill  by  jargon  moft  uncouth  ; 

With  ev'ry  pert,   prim  Prettinefs  of  Youth 

Born  of  falfe  Tafte,   with  Fancy  (like  a  Child 

Not  knowing  what  It  cries  for)  running  wild, 

With  bloated  Stile,   by  Affedlation  taught. 

With  much  falfe  Colouring,   and  little  Thought, 

With  Phrafes  ftrange,   and  Dialedl  decreed 

By  Reafon  never  to  have  pafs'd  the  Tweedy 

With  Words,   which  Nature  meant  each  other's  foe, 

Forc'd  to  compound  whether  they  will  or  no. 

With  fuch  materials.   Let  Theui,   if  They  will. 

To  prove  at  once  their  pleafantry  and  fkill, 

Build  up  a  Bard  to  war  'gainfl:  Common  Senfe, 

^v    By  way  of  Compliment  to  Providence  ; 

^"J-  tet  Them  with  Armstrong,   taking  leave  of  Scnfc, 
Read  mufty  ledures  on  Be72evole?tcej 

Or 
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Or  conn  the  pages  of  his  gaping  Day^ 

Where  all  his  former  Fame  was  thrown  awaj'-, 

Where  all,  but  barren  labour,   was  forgot, 

And  the  vain  ftiffnefs  of  a  Letter  d  Scot  ; 

Let  Them  with  Armstrong  pafs  the  term  of  light,. 

But  net  one  hour  of  darknefs  \  when  the  Night 

Sufpends  this  mortal  coil,   when  Mem'ry  wakes, 

When  for  our  paft  mifdoings  Confcience  takes 

A  deep  revenge,  when,   by  Reflexion  led, 

She  draws  his  curtains,   and  looks  comfort  dead, 

Let  evVy  Mufe  be  gone  ;   in  vain  He  turns 

And  tries  to  pray  for  fleep  ;   an  ^Etna  burns, 

A  more  than  ^tna  in  his  coward  breaft. 

And  Guilt,   with  vengeance  arm'd,   forbids  him  reft. 

Tho'  foft  as  Plumage  from  young  Zephyr's  wing, 

His  couch  feems  hard,   and  no  relief  can  bring. 

Ingratitude  hath  planted  daggers  there. 

No  Good  Man  can  deferve,   no  brave  Man  bear. 

Thus,   or  in  any  better  way  They  pleafe, 
With  thefe  great  Men,  or  with  great  Men  like  thefe, 
Let  Them  their  appetite  for  laughter  feed  ;  ^     ^ 

I  on  my  Journey  all  Alone  proceed.  y^*   Q^t.^^u^<z^.<^ 
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